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Attempting ſomething upon the Sucs 
ceſsful and Matchleſs March of the . 
LORD GENERAL 


George Monck 


From SCOTLAND co LONDON, © 
in the Winter, 1659, 4 


L 


'8 f %- day is broke ? « Melp:mene, begone 3 

Hag of my Fancy, let menow alone : , .j* 
Night-mare my Soul no more : Go take hy fligke 
Where Traitors Ghoſts keep an eternal night; 
Flee to mount Caxca/i, and bear thy part . - 
With the black fowl that tears Promerbens heart” + * 
For bis bold Sacriledg : Go fecchthe groans;*' * | = 


Of defan@ Tyrants, With them croke thy Tonesy, 
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\- - And drop a tear (by {tcalib) on lojal tiearles ; 
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(6). 


4 Gofee Alefto with ker flaming whip, 


How ſhe firks NVo/, and makes old Bradſhaw $kip : 
Go make thy ſelf away,--thou ſhalt. no more 
Choak up my Standiſh with the blood and gore 
Of Englih Tragedics : 1 now will chuſe 
The merrieſt of the nine to be my Muſe : 
And come what will, Pleſcribbl: once again; 
The brutiſh $4. ord hath cu: the nobler Vein 
Of racy Poetry. Our ſmall drink- times 
Muſt be contented, and take up with Rhimes. 
They'r ſorry toyes from a poor Levites pack, 
Whoſlc Living and 4flc{ments drink no Sack, 
The Subjc& all exculc the Verſe (1 trow) 
The Verlon's tir, att:ougs the Cruſt be Dough. 


OO ——” Amy E—— eo EE_—_ To Cr rr er erer _— E—— 


IT. 


He who whileom (a e and ſurg in Cage 

My Kings and Countries Ruins by the rage 
Of a Rebcllious Rout; who weeping law 
T bree goodh, Kingdoms (orunk with tury) draw 
fnd (heath their-S +ords. (hike three inraged bro- 


== In,onc anvtbers fides, ripping their Mothers (thers) 


-Belly, and tearing out ber bleeging heart ; 


> Then jealous chat thcir Father tarn would part 


Their bloody tray, and |ct them fight no more, 
Fell foul.on tim; and {1:w t im at his door, 
I that have ovly dar'd to whiſper Veries, 


I that enraged atthe times and Ramp, .'' 42 [- 
Had goaw'd my Gooſe quill to the very ſtump* 
And that in the Fire, no moreto write, © 
Biit to fit down poor #ritaims Herachite, 

Now fing the trtumphs of the Men of War, 

The glorious Rayes of the bright Northern'Star,' * 
Created for the nonce by Heaven to bring '''* '— 
The wiſe Men of three Nations to their King : © © 
M?NCK! the great Monch ! thatſyllable out- >, 
Plantagenet's bright Name or (onſtantine's, [ſhines 
fT.xas at his Riſing that Oxr day begun, 

Be he the Morning Star to CHARLES our Sun. 
He took Rebellion rampant by the throat, 

And made the Canting Qater change kis Note ; 
His hand it was that wrote, ( we ſaw no more) 
Erxut Tyrannus over Lamberts dore, 


Like to ſome ſubtle Lightning, fo his Words 
Diſſolved in their Scabbards Rebels Swords. 
He with ſucceſs the Soveraign skill hath found 
To dreſs the weapon, and to cure the wound. 


George, and his Boyes ( as Spirits do, they ſay) 
Y 


- 


Qaly by walking ſcare our Foes away: 
» 
__ KL - 
III, 
Ld Holefernes was no ſooner laid, + F 
| Befqrethat 1dols Funeral Pomp was paid, _ _ 
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+ Nor ſhalls penoy ere bepeid for me ; 

| —_ er Lg a" = true mourners be. ) 

: CH A4r ourth, jult peeping out of Squire, 
F No fault ſo mych, astt'old > t—_. bis "4 
For Men belicy'd, though all went in his Name, 
Hee'd be but Tenant till the Landlord came : 
When ona ſudden ( all amaz'd } we found 
The ſeven years 2abel tumbled to the ground ; 
| Aod be poor heart, / chavks to his cunning Kin ) 

* Was ſoon in Qagrpe boneſt Dick open. 
F Exit Prottttor, — W hat comesncxt ? I trow, 
| Letthe $tare- Huntſmecn beat again,---$0 bo, 
>. Cries Lambert, Maſter of the Hounds, Here fics 
- Thatluſty Puſs, 7he good Oldcanſe,--- whoſe wits 
Shew'd Over ſych ſport; That, that ( cries Vane) 
Lets put her up, and run her once again : 
She'l lead our Dogs and Followers vp and down, 
Whilſt we watch Families, and take the Crown. 

» Enter th'old Members: 'twas the Month of May 
-- Theſe Maggots in the Rwmp began to play - 

* | Wallingford Anglers(though they ſtunk) yer thought 
” They would make bats, by which Fiſh might be 
> Andſoit pravd, they ſoon by taxes made { caught 
More money than the Hol/and Filhing Trade. 
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Ow broke in &g ypts Plagues ( all in a day) 
And one more worſe than theirs, --- We muſt 

not pray To 
| ws h. ; if | R x 


It 


wet * wd =» *» tt > © Z 


_ 
—_—. 


(3) 


Tobe deliver'd ; --- Their ſcab'd folks were free 
To ſcratch where it did itch ; --- So might not we, 


1 That Meteor trommel, though he ſcar'd, gave light; 


But we were now cover'd with horrid night ; 

Our Magiſtracy was ( like CMoſes Rod ) 

Turn'd to a Serpent by the angry God, 

Poor Citizens, when Trading would not do, 

Made brick witbout ſtraw, and were baſted too x 
Struck with the botch of Taxes and Excilc; 
Seryants ( Owr very duſt ) were turn'd ro Lice? 

It was but turning Souldiers, arid they need 

Not work at all, buc on their Maſters feed. 

Strange Carterpillars ear our pleaſant things ; 

And Frogtcroaktin the Chambers of our Kings : 
Black bloody veines did in the Rump prevail, 

Like the Philiſtins Emrods inthe Tayle. 

Lightning, Hail, Fire, and Thunder #g ypt bad, 
And fngland Guns, Shot, Powder, (thats as bad. ) 
And that Sea- Monſter Lawſon ( it withitood ) 
Threatned to turn our Rivers into Blood. [ fell 
And ( Plague offall theſe Plagues ) all chefe Plagues 
Not on an Egypr, but our 1/racl. 


_ 
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V. 


lck ( as her heart can hold ) the Nation lies, 
Filling each corner with hec hideous cries : 

Sometimes R:ge (like a burning Fever ) heats, 

Anon Dgſpait brings cold and clammy ſyeas ; 
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(10) 

She canuot ſleep : or if he doth ſhe dreams 
OfRapes, Thefts, Burnings, Blood, and direful 
Tofles from fide to fide, then by and by {( theamy; 
Her feet arelaid there where the head did lie; 
None can come to her but bold Empericks, 
- Who never meant to cure her but try xricks : 

Tonoſe very Doftors who ſhould give hergaſe,, 
God hclp the Parient, was ber worſt diſcafe. 
1h'/alian Mountebink Pane tells her ſure 
Jeſuits Yowder will effe@rhe Cre,” 


if prict but makes her ſwell, ' Martin and New _ 


Concludeit is a ſpice of the Kings Evil. 

Bleed ber again, another cries ? --- And Scot 

Snck. '1e could cure her, iPewas---you know what: 
But giddy HFirringt na whimſcy found, 

To make her head, like to his brains, run round. 
Her old and wiſe Phyſicians, who before 

Had well nigh cur'd her, came again to th' dore, 
Bur were kept out, which made her cry the more, 


Help,. by dear Children, Oh ; ſome pity take 
Onher th you ! help for merc; ſake! » 
Oban Oh head ! 'Oh back ! Ohbones ! I feel 
They've poyton'd me with giving roo-much ſteel. 


ON" me that for which 1 long and cry ! 
c 
wu 


hing that's Soverargn, or clle 1 de, 
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VI, 


(ſtood 
Ind Chebire heard ;--- And like ſome ſon that 
Upon the Bank,ſtraight jump*'d into the flood, 
Flings out bis arms and ſtrikes ſome ſtrokes to ſwim 
Booth ventur'd firlt, and Middleton, with him ; 
Stout Macworth, Egerton, and thouſands more, 


| Threw themſelves 1n, and let the fafer ſhare ; 


Maſſey (that famous Diver) and bold Brown 


1 Forſook bis Whart,--.refolving all ro drown, 


Or fave a ſinking Kingdom :..- Bur O fad ! 
Fearing to loſe her prey, the Sea grew mad, 


| Rais'd all her billows, and reſolv d her Waves, 


Should quickly be the hold Adventurers Graves, 

Out Marches Lambert, like an Exſtern Wind, 

An: with him all the mighty Waters joyr'd. 

The Loyal Swimmers bore up heads and breaſts, 

Scorning to think of Lite or lntereſts ; 

They ply'd their 4rms and Thighs, but all in vain, 

The furious main beat them to thore again; 

At which the floating Iſland {looking back, 

Spying her Loyal Lovers gone to wrack) 

Shrickt lowder than betore,—and thus (he cries, 

«(an you beangry heavens, and frowning skies, 

«Thus countenance rebcllivus Mutineers, 

* Who, it they durſt, would be about your ears > 

* That 1 Gould fin , with Juſtice may accord, 

* Whe let my Pilot be thro an over-boaucd ; 
| | * Yet 


— = 
. 


(12) 
« Yet *twas not I (yc righteous Heavens do know 
« The Soldiers in me needs would rave it ſo? 
« \nd thoſe who conjured up theſe ftorms the 
ſelves, (Shelve 
« And trit engag'd me *mongſt theſe Rocks and 
«Guilty of all my wo, have rais'd this weather, 
« Fearing to come to Land, and chufing rather 
« To fiak me with themſelyes, -- O ceaſe to frown 
«Tn tears (juſt Heavens 1) behold ! my ſelf | drown: 
« Let not theſe proud wayes do't: Prevent: my 
« And let them fall together by the ears. (fears, 


nz——  ——_—_—_— CC tu 
a— OO —— 
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Eav'n heard, and ſtruck thi inſulting Army mad 
Drunk with their (be/bire Triumphs, ſtraight 
they bad 
New Lights appear'd, and new Refolves they take, 
A Single Perſon once againto make, 
Who thall be he? Oh ! Lambert, without rub, 
The fitteſt Devil to be Belzebab, 
He, the fierce Fiend, caſt our o'rh Houſe before, 
| Return'd, and threw the Houſe now out of door: 
A Legion then he rais'd ot Armed Sprights, 
Elves, Goblins, Pairets, Quakers, and new lights, 
To be his under Devils, with the reſt 
He Soul and Body (Church and State) poſſcſt : 
Whotho they hill'd all Countries, Towns,and Rooms 
Yer (like that Fiend that did frequent the Tombs) | 
< Churches 


C 
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(13) 

Churches, and Sacred Grounds they haunted moſt, 
"1 No Chappel was at caſe from ſome ſuch Ghoſt, 
The Prieſt ordain'd to exerciſe thoſe Elves, 
Were voted Devils, and caſt out themſelves 
'U Bible, or Alchoran, all's one to them, 
ns Religion ſerves but for a ſtratagem 2 

The holy Charms theſe adders did not heed, 

Churches themſelves did Sanctuary need. 


n 
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* He Churches Patrimony and rich Store, 


* Alas ! was ſwallow'd many years before: 
Biſheps and Deans we ted upon before, 
They were the K&:1bs and Swrlopns of the Whore: 
Now let her Legs (the Prieſts go to the Pot, 
(They have the Popes eye in them) ſparethem not 
We have fat benefices yet co cat, 
(Bell, and our Dragon Army muſt have meat: ) 
Let us devour her Limb.meal, great and ſmall, 
Tythe Calyes, Geeſe, Pigs, and Petitoes and all; 
A Vicaridg in Sippets, though it be 
* | Bur ſmall, yill ſerve a {queamiſh SeRary, 
'* | Though Univerſities we cant endure, 
There's no falſe Latin in their Lands (be ſure.} 
Give Oxford to our Horſe, and let the Foot 
Take Cambridge for their booty, and fall too't. 
Chriſt- {barch Ve have (cries Vane; Dr5brow (wopss 

At Trimty ; Kings is tor Berry's chops : 

_” JY 3 ng p, P Kilſey 
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: (14) 
Kelſey, take Corpma Chriſti , All. Souls, Packer ; 


Grave Creed,St. Jobns; New Colledge leave to Hacker {Pr 
Fleetwood cries, weeping Mandlin (Hall be mine, ' By 
Her tears Ve drink inſtead of AMnſcadine : Ik 
The ſmaller Halls and Howſes ſcarce are big 'I 
Enough to make one Diſh tor Haſilrig ; JH 
We muſt be ſure to ſtop his mouth though wide, | SC 
Elſe all our Fat will be i'th fire (they cry'd:) T 
And when we have done theſe, we'l not be quiet, B 
Lordſhips and Landlords Rents ſhall be our diet, & 


Thus calk'd this jolly crew, but (till mine Hoſt 
Lambert re(olyes that he will rule the Roſt, 


D—_— 


I X. 


Ut hark methinks 1 hear old Boreas blow ; (fa? 
What mean the North-».inds tha: they bluſter 
More ſtorms from that black nook » Forbear (bold 
Let no Danbar and #orfter be forgnt: (Scot: Y 
What? would you chaffer w'us for one C barles more? 
The Price of Kings is faln, give the Trade o're. 
Andisthe price of Kings and Kingdoms too, 
Of Laws, lives, oaths, ſouls, grown fo low with you? 
Perfidious Hypocrites ! Monſters of men ! 
(Cries the good Monch ) we'l raiſe their price agen, 
Heaven ſaid Amen, and breath'd upon that Spark: 
That Spark (preſerv'd alive i” h cold and dark) 
Firſt kindled and enflam'd the Bririſb iſle, 
And turn'd it all ro Bonficcs ia a while : 
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er; 


1 Byt George was wary ;-- His cauſe did require 


; 


| 
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(15) 
He and his fuel was ſo ſmall, no doubt, | 
Proud Lambert thought to tread or piſs them our. 


A Pillar of a Cloud as well as Fire : 
'T was not his fafeſt courſe to flame, but ſmoak 5 
His Enemies he will not burn but choak ; 
Small fixes mult not blaze our, left by their light 
They (hew their weakneſs, and their foes invite: 
But Furnaces the ſtourcit Metals melt, 
(And fo did be) by fire not ſeen, bur felt ; 
Dark-lantron Language, and his peep by play, 
Will. E- wiſpt Lamberts new Lights out o'th way. 
George 2nd his boys,thoſe thouſands; O ſtrange thing) 
Of S#ipes and woodcocks took by Lowbelling. 
His few Scotch-Coal kindled with Engls/b Fire 
Made Lambert: great Newcaſtle heaps expire. 


OO — — — — _—— — — 


| X, 


Cortland (though poor and peeviſh) was content 

To keep. the Peace, and ( O rare ! ) money lent. 
Bur yec the bleſſing o! their Kirk was more ; 
George had that too, and with this ſlender ſtore | 
He and his Myrmidons avance :---Kind Heayen 


rig Froſt to make their March more event 


Eaftc and ſafe ; it may be ſaid, that year 


1 Ofthy High-ways Heaven itſelf was Qverſcer. 


And made November groundas hard as Hay: 
White as their lonocence, ſo was the way : 


4 \ 
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The Clouds came down in Feather-beds, eo gr 
Him and his Army, and to kiſs their feer, 
The froſt and foes both came and went together, 
Both thaw'd away,and vaniſh'dGod knows whith 
Whole Countries crowdedin to fee this friend, 
Ready to caſt their bodies down to mend 
His road to Weſtminſter ; and ſtill chey hour, 
Lay hold of th! Ramp, and pull the Monſter out ; 
A new one, or a whole one ( Good my Lord) 
And to this cry the Iſland did accord, 

The Eccho of the H+:/b hollow ground 


Heard England, and ber language did rebound, 


XI. 


net Fack Lambert, and bis Sprights are g 
To Dancea Jig with's brother Oberon ; 
George made him, and hiv Cut-throats of our lives, 
Swallow their Swords, as Jugelers do their Kniy 
And Carter Diſberexgh to with in vain, 

He now were Wagoner'to-{berles his Wain, 
The Conqueror is now' come into th*South, 
Whoſe warm air is made bot by every mouth; 
Breatbing bis welcome, and in ſpite of Scor, 
Crying -- T be whole Child (Sir drvide it mot : 

The Rump begins to ſtink; Alas! (cry they ) 
Whave rad a Devil which we cannot lay, 

T like him nor--- His Belly is fo big, 
There's a King in'r cries furious Haſihrie, 
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Nor did they like their company ſowell: 
| R 


(17) - 
"Let's bribe him (they cry'd all) Carve him a (hare 
Of our ſtoln Veniſon,--- Varlets forbear, 

In vain you put your | ime twigs to his hands, 
George Monck « for the King, not for bus Lands. 
When fair means would not do, next foul they try» 
Vote bim the City Scavenger, (they cry) 

Send him to ſcowr the Streets,--- Well, let it be; 
Your Rompſhip wants a ſcowring roo, (thinks he} 
That foul houſe where your Wori(hips many year 
Have laid your Tail, ſure wants a Scavenger : 

I ſmell your Fizzle, though it makeno Crack, 
You'ld mount me on the Cities galled Back, 

In hope ſhe'l caſt her Rider : if 1 mult 

Upon ſame Office in the Town be thruſt, 

le be their Sword-bearer,---and to their Dagger 
le joyn my Sword : ---Nay (good X#mp) do not 
The City feaſts me,and (as ſure as Gun) (ſwagger 
I'le mend all E£nglands Commons Cre I've done. 


rr eee 


XII, 


AY ſo ke did : One Morning next his heart 
He goes to Weſtminſter, and play'd his part: 
He vampt their Boots(which Hewſon ne'r coulddo) 


1 With berter Leather, made them gupright too. 
The reſtor*'d Members (Cate-like no doubt) 


Did only enter that they might go out ; 
They did not mean within choſe walls ro dyell, 


A . 
> Yet Heav'n (o bleſtthem, that in three weeks ſpag 
= They gave both Chucch and State a better face ; 


(48) 


They gave Zeoth, Adaſſy, Arown, ſome kinder lots ; 

The laſt years T raytars, this vears Patriots ; 

The Chucrcbes poor remainder they made good, 

And waſh'd the Nations hands, of Royal Blood; 

And that a Parliament (they did deviſe) 

From its own aſhes (Phan:x like) mightrile ; 

* This done, by A& and Deed that might not fail, 
They paſt a Fine, and fo cut off th' Entesl. 
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{ B 
Et tbe Bells ring t! eſe Changes now from Bal T 
Domn to the County Candleſticks below ; } TI 
Ringers, hands off; The Bclls themſclycs will dang Th 
In memory of their 0*n deliverance. Ut 
Had not @eorge (hew'd bis Metal, and ſaid Nay, FW 
Each SeRary had born the Bell away : (Crew! An 
Down with them all, they'c Chriſtned /cry'd tha Me 
Tyeup their Clappers, and the Perſons teo; Pre 
Turn them to Guns, or fell chem to the Dutch... TThi 
Nay, bold, (quoth George) my Maſters thats ef An; 
You will not Jeap vr'e Steeples thus | bope, (mudiSee 
Fle fave the Bells, but you may take the Rope, Jane 
Thus lay Religion panting far her life, + Ve 
kike /aac, bc und ynder the blaod; Koife z be 
George beldtt 6/aling Weapon, ſav'd the Lamwb:Poec 
t Fanboy (11 the Briars) be the Kew. . anc 


, 
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(19) 
So lay the Royal Virgia (as *tis told) 
When brave St, George redeem'd ker life, of old, Y 
;| Oh that the Knaves that have conſum'd our Land, _ 


3 


Had bur permitted Wood enbugh to ſtand 
To be his Bonkires: --- Wee'd burn every ſtem, 
; And leave no more but Gallow-trees for them, 


—_— 
—————— 
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z XIV. 
WH on, Great Heroe! as thou haſt begun, 
e 
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Andcrownour Happineſs before thyalt done, 
have another CHARLES to fetch from Spain, 
-| Be thou the GEORGE to bring him back 
| Then ſhalt thou be (what was deny'd that 

Thy Princes, and the Peoples Fayourite, _ 
| There is no dangers ofthe winds at all, 
Unleſs rogether by the Eats they fall, 

Who ſhall the bonor have to waft a King : 
And they who gain it, while they work thall ling, 
Methinks I ſee how thoſe Triumphant Gales, 
Proud of the great Employment, ſwell the Sails: 
The joyful Ship (hall dance, the Sea (hall laugh, 
And loyal Fiſh their Maſters health (hall quaff: 
See how the Dolphins crowd and thruſt their large 
Jand ſcaly houlders, to aſſiſt the Barge ; 
ie peaceful Kingsfiſhers are met together 
dout the Decks and Propheſfie calm weather » 
biPoor Crabs and Lobſters are gone down to creepy 
\nd ſearch for Pearls and Jewels inthe deep ; 
—y B a* 
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” And when they have the booty--- crawl before, 
> Andleavethem for his welcome to the Shore, 


F 
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{rap ſce how throngs of people ſtand 
” Scarce patient till the Veſſel come :o Land, 
| Ready :oleapin, and if need require, 

* With tears of Joy, to make the waters higher. 
But what will London do } 1 doubt Old Paxl 
With bowing to his Soveraign will fall - 

* . The Royal Lyons from the Tower ſhall roar, 
- And though they ſee him not, yer ſhall adore: 

” "The Conduits hall be raviſhte and combine 
= © To turn their very water into Wine : 

= Andfor the Citizens, 1 only pray 
They may got over- joy*d all die that day ; 

> May we alt hive more loyal and more true, 
© Togive to Ceſar and to God their due. 

”  Wee'l make his Fathers Tomb with tears co ſwim, 

” And for the Son, wee'l (hed our blood for him: 

England her penitential Song (hall ſing, 

And take heed how (he quarrels with ber King. 

If for our ſins--- our Prince (hould be miſled, 
Wee'l bite our Nails,rather than ſcratch our Head. 


— 


a of 


” 
4 « 


(21) 


XVI. 


Ne Engliſh George out-weighs alone (by odds) 
A whole Commirtee of the Heathens Gods ; 
Pronounce but «Afonct, and it is all his due) 
Heis our Mercnary, Mars, and Neptune too. 
Monch (what great Xerxes could_not) prov'd the | 
That with a word (hackled the Ocean ; (man 
He ſhall command Neprwre himſelf to bring 
His Trident, and preſentitto our King, 
Oh do it then, great Admiral:--- Away, 
Let him behere againſt St. Georges day 
That Charles may wear his Dies Ee Mon Droit, 
And thou the Noble Garter'd Hons Sovt. 
And when thy Aged Corps (hall yield to Fate, 
God ſave that Soul thac fav'd our Church and State: 
There thou ſhalt have a glorious Crown, 1 know | 
Who Crown'dſt our King and Kingdoms here below. _ 
But who (ball finda Pen fic tof thy Glory ? 
Or make Poſterity believe thy Story ? 
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em 


I T H E 
M r. dns Loye. 
c Lai Miniſter of the con; 

Atted epon 
'TOWER-HILL 
«Auguſt 22. 1651, 


The Prologue. 


vy (come, 
Ew from a ſlaughter'd Monarchs Hearle 1 
A Mourner to a Chnerge 'd Prophets Tomb: 
Pardon,great Charles his Ghoſt, my Muſe bad ſtood 
. Yet three yeges longer, till (h*had wept a Flood; 
* Tob mean a Sacrifice for Royal Blood, wy 
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- For her-mtendarice at LOVE's Funeral: {1 


| But ſure more fiery than this Sire by far, 
Had dry'd the Northern Fife, and with his heat 
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(23)  —_ 
But ſhe muſt go, Heav'n does by Thunder'calf' | 


Forgive, great Sir, this Sacriledge in me, 
Thetenth rear he mult have, it is his Fee >» 
'Tis due to him, and yer *tis ſtoln from thee, 


The Argument. 


'Twis when the raging'Dog did rule the Skies, k 
And «ith his ſcorching Face 01d tyrannize, g 
When cruel Cromwet; Whelp of that mad Star, 


Put frozen Scotland int bloody ſweat ©* 7 

When he had conquer'd, and his furious Train” A 

Had chard the North Bear,and purſu'd Cherled Waih 

Into che '&ng#Þ Orb ; then *twas thy Fate” © 7 

(Sweet LOVE) to be #prefent from our Srate. 

a greater Sactifice there could not come, 

Than a Diyine, to bleed his welcome home: . 
For he, and Herod think no Diſh ſo good, Ie 
As a Jobn Baptiſt Head, ſery'd up in blood. © 


| AQt. A 


The FPkilsſtins are ſet in their High Court, 
And Love, lice Samſor's fetcht to make them ſpoye: 
Unto the *take the (miling Priſoner's brougne : 
Nat to be try'), bu. bai ed moſt men though: : 

-3n By: Moniters, 
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}. Monſters, like Men, muſt worry him; and thus 
 Hefights with Beaſts, liks F awl at Epheſus, 

. Adams, Far, Huntington, with all che Pack \ 
=” Offoilting Hounds, were{ler upon bis back. 

* Prideaux and Keeble ſtand and cry, Haloo ; 
"Twas a full Cry, and yet it would not do. 
Oh bow he foil'd them ! Standers by did ſwear, 
That be the Judge, and'thty-the' Traitors were : 
. For there he prov*d(although he ſeem'd a Lamb) 

. Stour, like a Lion, from whoſe Den he came. 


AQ. 1, 


It is decreed; nor (hall thy worth, dear Love, 
Reſiſt their Vows, nor their revenge remove. 
» Though Pray'rs were joyn'd to Pray'rs,and tears to 
+ No ſoftneſs in.tbcit Rocky hearty appears: (tears, 
Nor Heav'g not Earth abate their fury can, 
But they will have che head, thy head good man, 
Sure ſ.me {he SeRary longed, and in haſte / 
Muſt try how Pretbyterian blaod. did ta(te. 
'Tis fit (he have the beſt, and thereforec/ 1ne, 
Thine mult be broach'd, bleſt Saint ! 'tis Drink Di- 
No ſooner was the dreadtul Sent read, (vine; 
The Priſoner ſtraight bow*d'his ondemned head: 
And by that rumble poſture rold them all, 
It yas a head that did not fear a fall. 


. AQ, 


— 
mm ® 


oo, 2a * HO Wmwwcl CAM AMES YT» DD TT = > 


d) 


( 25") 
AR. 1II, 


And now 1 wiſh the fatal ſtroke were given; 
I'm ſure our Martyr longs to be in Heaven, 
And Heav'n to have him there: one moments blow 
Makes him triumphant z but here comes his wo, 
His Enemies will grant a Months (uſpence, 
(If be but for the nonce to keep him thence : 
And that he may tread in his Saviours ways 
He ſhall be tempted too, his Forty days: 
And with ſuch baits too, caſt thy ſelf but down. 
Fall, and but worſhip, and your Life's your own- 
Thus ery'd his Enemies; oh 'twas their pride, 
To wound his Body, and his Soul beſide, 
One Plot thi have more, when all their own do fail 
If Devils can't, Diſciples may prevail, 
Lets rempt him by bis Friends, make Peter cry, 
Good Maſter, ſpare thy ſelf, and do not die. 
One Friend entreats, a ſecond weeps, athird 
Cries, your Petition wants the other word: 
Me write it for you, faith a fourth; your Life, 
Your Life, Sir, cries n fifth, Pity your Wie, 
And the Babe in her? Thus this Diamond's cut 
By Diamonds only, and to terror pur. 
Methinks I hear bim ſtill, you wound my heart; 
Goad Friends, forbear; for every word's a Dart: 
'Tis cruel pitty, thus I do profeſs, 
Yow'ld love me more, it you did love me leſs: 


A Friends, 
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Friends, Children, Wife, Life, all are dear, I knox 

But all's :00 dear, if | hould buy them fo. 
Thuslike a Rock that routs the waves, he ſtands, 
And ſnaps a ſunder, Sampſon-like, theſe bands, 


AQ. IV. 


The day is come, the Priſoner longs to go, 
And chides the ling'ring Sun for tarrying ſor 


Which bluſhing ſcem'd ro anſwer trum the Sky, * 7 


That it was loth to ſee a Martyr die. 

Methinks [ heard behexded Saints above 

Call toreach other, Sirs, make room for LOYE., 

Who when he came to tread the fatal Stage, 

(Which prov'd his Glory, and his Enemies rage) 

Hts blodd ne'r ran this hezre, Chrifts Blood was 

Revivingit, his own was all to ſpare: (there 

Which ti{i1g in his' Cheeks, did {e&m to ſay, 

Is this the blood you thir(t for > Taker, I pray. 

 SpeRtators in His looks ſuch life did'fee, 

That they appe:r'd more like to die than he. 

But ob his Speech ! methinks I hear it ſtill; 

It raviſh'd Friends, and did his Enemies kill. 

His keeaer words did their ſharp Axteered ; 

That made his head, but he their hearts, to bleed : 

Which he concluded with foft Prayer, and ſo 

The Lymb lay do an and took the Butchers blox: 

His Soul makes Heay'n thine brighter by a Star, 

And now we're ſure ther's one Saint (breſtopber. 
. 
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AQ. V. 


LOYE lies a bleeding, and the world ſhall ſee 
Heay'o a&t a part ia this black Tragedy. 


| The Sun oo ſooner ſpy'd the head o'th floor, 


But he pull'd in his own, and look'dno more, 
The Clouds, which ſcattered, and in colours were, 


1] Met altogether, and in black appear: 


_— which fal'd the Air with blazing light, 
Did ſerve tor Torches at that diſmal Night : 

In which, and all next day, for many hours, 

Heav'n groan'd inthunder,and did weep in Showrs. 
Nor do I wonder, that God trundred lo, 

When's Boanerges murdred lay below : (Keeble, 
The High Court trembled, Prideanx, Bradſban, 


And all the ary, rout, look't pale and feeble, 


Timerous fexksns, and cold-hearted Drake, 
Hold. out, you need no baſe Petitions make : 
Your Enemies thus T hunder- ſtruck, no doubt, 
Vill be beholding to you to go out. 
But if you will recant, now thundring Heaven 
Such approbation to Loves cauſe hath given, 
Ile add is; Your Conſciences perhaps, 
Erelong ſhall feel far greater Thunder-claps. 


The 


(28) 


The Epilogue. 


But ſtay, my Muſe grows fearful too, and muſt 
Beg that theſe Lines be buried with thy Duſt: 
Shelter, bleſs'd Love, theſe verſe within thy Shr 
For none but Heay'n dares take thy part aloud. 

The Author begs this, leſt, if it be known, 

Whilſt he bewails thy cad, be loſe his own. 
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TETEESET SST t II 
DEEP DP POOOD 


T UPON 
" The much to be Lamented , 
DEATH 
OF THE 


Reverend Mr. /ines. 


Rt thou gone too(thou greatand gallant mind) 
And muſt ſuch Sneaks as1 be left behind? 
If chus our Horſemen and Commanders die, 
What can the Infantry do then but fly ? 
Oh Divine Yin! tell us, why wouldſt thou go, J 
Unleſs thou couldſt have left thy Parts below ? 
if ther's a HMerewpſacbeſir indeed, 
Tell us where we may find thee at ournecd ? 
"7 Who bath thy Memory ? Thy Brain, thy Heart? 
Whom didſt tou leave thy tongue? (for ev'ry part 
Of thee can make a man.) What if we find 
(As ile not (wear this Age won” charge her mind) 
NN Prelacy (though her Lands are fold) revive? 
Or [ndependency (who hopes to thrive, 


No 


(30) 
No where ſuirs Trump ) ſhould dare diſpute 
length ? 
Where haſt thou left thy Presbyterian ſtrength, Y 
With mkich thou gor'ſt the Gamejntb? Iſle of Fight] Þ 
W here the King cry'd that Vines was in the right? 
When Eſſex dyed (the honor of our Nation) 
ſThou gav'ſt him a new life in thy Oration. 
But when great Fairfax to his Fate (hallyield, 
Whom haſt thou lefr---to fetch from Naſeby-field | 
Th Immortal Turf, and dreſs it with a Story, 
That ſhall perpetuate his name in glory ? 
Wher's the rich Fancy (man? ) To whom (beneath) 
Didſt thou thy lofty and high Rrain bequeath ? 
Tell us for thy own ſake, for none but he 
That bath thy Wit, can write thy Elegy. 
Till be be found, let this ſuffice, which 1 
Leave on thy Stone:--- Here les the Miniſtry. 


» 


R. W. 


b) 


TT YYTYPTYYY TIN 
LOBES RSDDBBBOEREOD = 


(37) 


MEMORY: 


Mr. Feremy Whitaker. 


- Powerful in Prayer and Preaching, Pious in 


Lite, Patient in Sickneſs, &c. 


Ay, now forbear; for pitty fake give o're 
You that would make the Clergy none, or 

We are made miſerable enough this year, (poor: 
T hat we have loſt our Reverend Whitater ; 
Loſs above Deans and Chapters | had but he 
Liv'd {till and preach'd : Zibatake all (for me.) 
Nay I believe had ſacrilegious hands 
Finger'd our poor remains of Tithes and Lands, + - 
WhiP he ſurviv'd they kad but pray'din vain, 
Whitaker would have pray'd them backagain, 


Z , 
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As Luther did a young mans Soul repeal ; 
Given to the Devil under hand and Seal. 
A Chariot and a Horſeman we have loſt, 
In whoſe each fingle pray'r incamp'd an Hoſt, 
How have | heard him on ſome ſolemn day 
(When doubtful war could make all London: pray 
Mount up to Heav'n with armed cries and tears, 
And rout, as far as Tork, the Cavalicrs ! 
Have you no: ſcen an early riſing Lark 
Spring from her Turf, making the Sun ker mark, 
Shooting her ſelf aloft, yer higher, higher, 
Till the bad ſung her ſelf into Heay'ns Quire? 
Thus would he riſe in pray'r, and in a trice 
His Soul become a Bird of Paradiſe : 

And if our faint Devotions Prayers be, 

V\ hat can we call bis leſs than Extafic ? 


On bu Preaching. 


if with the Almighty he prevailed fo, 
Wonder not that be wonders wrought below : 
The Son of Conſolation and of Thunder 
Met both in him, in others are aſunder. 
He was (like Lute) Phyſician of both kinds, 
Wrought Cures upon mens bodies and their minds, 
The Falling ſickneſs of Apoſtacy, 
Droplic of Drunkenneſs, Prides Tympany, 
The Mcagrim of Opinions, new or old, 
Palfic of Unbelicf, Charitics cold, 

© Luſts 
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Luſt burning Fever, Angers Calenture, 
The Collick in the Confcience he could cure : 
Ser the ſouls broken bunes; by holy Art 
He hath diſſolv'd the Stone in many a heart, 
Harder than that he dy'd of —-O come in, 
Yet multitudes whom he hath heal'd of ſin, 
And thereby midade his Debtors —Pay him now 
Some of thoſe tears which he laid out for yon; 
Intereſt rears, I mean; for ſhould you all 
Weep over him bo:h uſe and principal, 
'Tuould waſh away the Stone (which covers him?) 
And make his Cofhn (like an Ark) to ſwim: 
Now wipe thine cyes (my Muſe) and ſtop thy yerſe 
(Thy Ink can only ſerve ©o black bis Hearſe,) 
Yer(ſtay) Ile drop one tear, ſigh one high more, 
*Tis this, although my Poetry be poor, 
O what a mighty Prophet ſhould | be, 
Had this E{jesb's Mantle faln tome / 
O might I live bis Life ! I'd be content 
His ſore Diſeaſes roo ſhonld me rorment: 

And if his Patience could mine become, 


} would not be afraid of Martyrdom. 
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MDT SENETER 
UPON THE 


TF DEATYH 


So many Reverend Miniſters of late. 
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Till we do find, Black Cloth wears out the firſt; 

| a JAnd fruits that are the choiceſt keep the worſt, 

Such men ? So many ? And they die fo faſt > 
They'r precious, death, oh du not make ſuch waſte, 
Scarce have we dry'd our eyes for loſs of one, 
But in comes tidings that another's gone, 
Oh that I had my former Tears agen, 
(All butthoſe fe» laid out upon my fin) 
Had I an Helicon in either cyc, 
] have occaſion now to verſe them dry. 
Triumph (licentious Age) lift up thy Song, 
Preibytery ſhant trouble you erelong; 
Thoſe that tormented you before your day, 
Arenow apace removing out o'th' way. 
Yea, rather tremble, England, [tand agaſt, 
To ſee thy glorious Lamps go oulo talt ; 


Whes 
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When ——_ __ - lays hold upon 

The Pillary gf urch,— The Building's gone, 
CAE nw ws LH0Gs gone: 


Surely it boads the Worlds great Funeral, 

London, look too't and thjok what Heay'n is doing, 

1 hy Hlames are coming When thy Lors are going, 

Well may we all fear, Gog igrendeth Wars, 

he colnmatds ho $ Embaſſ&ors, 

Th& veneraliſe Synod, which of late _ 

Was made the obje& of mens ſcorn and hate, 

(For want of Copes and Mitres, not of Graces) 

Are now call'd up (with Aoſdr) arid their Faces, 

Whea they at DS tha -_ God ſees it fit 

Such an Aſſembly \(hduld ih,Glory-fue. + 

The learne& Twiſrens firtt; ld ekiete) 

Then holy Palmer, Borronghs, Love, Gouge, White, 

Hill, hitaker, grave Gatakth, and Strong, | 

Pern, «Mar ſhall, Robinſon, all gone along. 

I haygnot ngm'd them hatt:their oaly fheif 

Hadbeen late) who (frauld fieft partwi 

Thoſe few who yet ſurvive; Tick of this Age, 

Long to have done their parts, and leaye the Stage. 

Our Englieſh Luther, Vaneſl whole death 1 wetp} 

Kole away (and ſaid notblog) in a fleep: £ > 

Sweet (hke a Swan) he peeach'd that day he tyenty, 

And tor bis Cordial rvok's Sacrament ©! / 

Had he but been ſuſpectell- he would die, 

His People tune bad ftop'd him with their Cry. : / 
My blcar-cy'd Muſe ('tis tears havernade her fo) 
Mult wat h Varble oh, before the g0. 
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EL EGY 


UPON THE 


Earl of Eſſex 


HIS. 


FUNERAL 


Nd are theſe all the Kites that muſt be done, 
ThriceNoble E SSE X, England: Champion! 
Some Men, ſome Walls, ſome Horſes put in Black 
' With the Throng ſcrambling for Sweet. meats and 
A gaudy Herauld, and a Velver Hearſe, (Sack; 
A tattar'd Anagram with grievous Verſe, 
And a fad Sermon to —— withal, 
Shall this be ſil'd great ESSEX's Funeral ? 
SS - Niggudy 


(37) 
Niggardly Nation, be aſham'd of th' odds, 
> > nk among Heathen made men Gods: 

Should ſuck a General have dy'd in Rome, 
He muſt have had an Altar, nota Tomb; 
And there, intead of youthful Elegies, 
Grave Senators had offer'd Sacrifice... +. 
4 To Divine Deveresx: O for a Vote, 
(Ye Lords and Commons, ye are bound to do't} 

? A Vote, that who is ſeen to ſmile this year, 

A Vote, that who ſo brings not ina Tear, 

Shall be adjudg'd malignant : It were wiſe 

Te'ere& an Office in the Peoples eyes, 

For iſſuing forth a conſtant fum of Tears, 

There's no way elſe to pay him his Arrears : : 
And when w'tave drein'd this Ages eyes quite dry, 
Let him be wept the next in Hiltory ; 
Which if poſterity (hall dare ro doubr, 
Then Gleſters wilp'ring Walls (hall ſpeak him our ; 

And fo his Funeral (hall not be done, 

Till ke return i'th' Reſurrection, 


(438) 


To the Father of a very vertuvs roi, De. 


teaſed; who defired 'an obſcure 'Ptrſon 'rs 
| make an Elegy, &«. 


Ir be advis'd; She's not your Daughter.now, 
But acrown'd Saint in- Heayas great Coure, add 
Muſt rake heed what you offer to her Shrine; (you 
You be profane, it that be noe Divine, 
Sternbold (who kill'd the Pſalmes, and Dawd too * 
In Meeter and good meaning) did nor do 
More violence to Heay'n, than'you to her, 
If, whilſt you thinker a kindacds; you ſhould blur 
Her Honor with my Ink : "tis a diſgrace 
To ſer black Spors upon a glorious Face. 
Diſdain will burſt ber Cofhn (ſure) to hive 
- Such dirty Feet as mine (tand on her Grave 
-Belides, 'is niggardly ro weep in Verſe, 
Tears without meaſure beſt become her He ar lc, 
The talking Book is ſhallow, ſtill we ſce 
Great {orrows, like deep Rivers, lilent be. 
Were | Apolo's Pricſt indeed; and fit 
"To ſend a Poem up 1n flames of Wir, 
5 . Ye 
P w 
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Yet I'me but one; Sir, to her Altars due 
Whole Hecatombs of Verſe, and Pores too, 
Go ſearch Sr. Pauls Church-yard, ifiptoy choice 
To ſcan all Epitaphs and Elegies ; (eyes 
All the rich Fancies, ſacred Kaptures, all 
The Pearly drops which ever yet did fall 
On ſpotleſs Virgins Tombs ; then makeyour claim 
Print and geyote themto your Daughters name, * 
Thoſe vift Aperboltd, thofe lofty Notes, | 


Whick crackt the Muſes Voices, rent their throats, 


Offended ſcrup'lous Readers, made chem think 

Poetry only ſtrong | Lines, and ſtrong ns 

Allayed by ber merit, ſoon will be 

elec to ſober Truth, and Modeſty. 

But ſtay, this counſel is but ſimple ſtuft, 

(Englends Divine) Repnolds hath done cnough : 

His Sermon is her Monument in print, & 

And hath more honor than all Poems in't. 

That doth not only ſpeak her Szint, and more, 

Can make him one too, whe bur reads i* o're. 
Fejnolds records her Saint, and you may hope 
That's more than can 2nizing by a Pope 
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| EXESOOO- ASSES 
"MEMOR Y| 
Of M* E.T. >; 


Who dyed <w4prily, 1659. 


ds 


T was the Spring, and Flowers were in conteſt, 

Whoſe ſmells (hauld firſt reach Heay'o, and pleaſe 
it beſt ; 

Then did E&:2.45 ſweetneſs (» ſurpaſs 

All Rival Virgins, that the ſent tor was. 

*T was April when (he dy*d ; no Month ſo fir, 

For i eav'n to bea Moyrner in, as it, 

»T was Eaſter too ; that time d d Death deviſe 

Beſt tor this Lanib to be a Sacri{ic ce 

Ir W 3 Spring; [1c wav tilt tHeaven and Earth — 

Was { icetnod b ber p {l1g7, by the Birth 

Ofcarly Flowcre, iv ich buitt thetr Mothers Womb, 

Relolv'd tO Ive ' © Up z0 ne! [ omb, 

J; was the Spring ; between the Earth and Sky, 

lo pleaſe hcr Sou! as 1t was paſling by, 


I 


Birds 
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irds fill'd the Air with Anthems, eyery neſt 
as on the wing, to chaunt her to her Reſt: * | 
ot a Pen-Fethered Lark, who ne'r try'd Wing, 
or Throat ; but yentur'd then to fly, and ing : 
allowing the Saint towards Heay'n, whoſe entrance 
there 
y Pampt themand chang'd their Notes. Then peofive 
& as 
diſſoly'd to tears, which ſpoil'd the fecher'd Train 
ind ſunk thern to their Neſts with grief again. 
ſean time, me thought, I ſaw at Heay'ns fair Gate 
"I glorious vo meet and kiſs their mate. 
iey ſtood a while her beauty to admire, 
hen led her to ker place in their own Quire ; 
Vhich ſeem's to be defeRtive, until ſhe 
\dded her Sweetne(s to their harmony. 
is Meddals ſcatter'd when ſome Prince goes by, 
$o lay the Stars that night about the Sky. 
The milky way too, ({ince ſhe paſt it o're) 
Methinks looks whiter than it was before. 
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AN 


EPITAP 


Upon ET. 


Eader, didſt thou but know what ſacred D 
eread'lt upon, thow'd(t judg thy (elf 
Shouldſt thou negleR& a (howr of tears to pay, (jul 
To waſh the Sin of thy own Feet away, +. /{1V} 
That Aftor in the Play, who looking down Do 
When he ſhould cry, O Heev'n—was thoughthDr 
And guilty of a Solecilm—might have (Clownjan 
Applauſe far ſuch an Action o're this Grave. Ma 
Here liesa piece of Heay'n, and Heay'n one day JD: 
, Will ſend che beſt in Heav'n to fetch't away. Vi 
Truth is, this [Lovely Virgin from her Birth If t 
Became a conſtant ſtrife *taixt Heav'n and Earth: [Shi 
Both claim'd her, pleaded for her ; eitber cry'd, [ple 
The Child is mine; at length they did divide: Þ}$u 
Heay'n took her Soul ; The Earth her Corps dif D 
Yet not in Fee, ſhe only holds by Leaſe: (ſeizgT] 
With this Proviſo —whea the Judge (hall call, IN: 
Earth ſhall give up her ſhare, and Heayn _ Di 


(43) 


& 2-3 SRQDOD AR, 


UPON 
J The Learned Works of the _ * 


Reverend Diyine 


Ed. Reynolds, D.D. |. 


Y Eader, who e're thou art, here thou maiſt find 
Within theſe works, a rare rich glorious mind 
df Golden Precepts, which, alike, do (hew 
AVhar's thy diſtemper, how :o cure it too: 
Dopains oppreſs thy Body ? Sorrow Mind? 
{Draw near to God, Pray'r will acceptance find : 
MAnd then no doubt, he'l grant, thy Bodies griet 
May bring thy ſinking ſoul ſome ſmall relief, 
Do paſſions over-top thy will > Beware, 
Virtue conſiſts not in ſo high a Sphere: 
If thou the Golden «Medium wilt find, 
:|Shun thou too high, and too too low a mind. _ (ly, 
Pleaſures are guilded nothings, which like bubbles 
|Swoln big with emptineſs ſo burſt and die. 
Do darkeſt times of ignorance draw near ? 
{ The rather view theſe weighty Lines: nor fear, 
Nor wonder much at this reſplendent Light : 
Diamonds ſhine brighteſt in the Darkeſt night. oy 
7, 1 
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The Merchant-man ſold all he had, to buy 

The rich, rare, Goſpel Jewel : O then why 
Art thoufo backward, ſince that thou maiſt make 
This Gem thine own, yea, at a cheaper rate ? 
The fooliſh Virgins, when their Lord of light 

' Paſt by, their lights were out: So that eternal ni 
Was their reward, and jaſt ; for they that deem JT'v: 
Pains coſt of greater worth, ſhall ne'r be ſeen 
Within his Courts, who is great, g-0d, and juſt. 


Is folly thus repaid Reader, we muſt y 
Look that it ne' be ſaid of thee nor I \ 
That our negleR ſhould cauſe our light to die, 


R. WW 
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Another. 
Ook wiſbl;,Friend,thou ſeldom ſeeſt ſuch men; 


Heav'n drops ſuch Jewels down but now and 
in an Age, or Nation : oh cis rare, (then, 
wo Fepnoldſes (| ould fall to Englends (hare ! 

d Ree but (hew one ſuch, and this were he, 

is Piture could not -_ ldvlatry : 

Whom Papiſts (not with ſuperſtitious Fire) 
Would dare adore, we jultly may admire. 


X KR, ». 


Earning, whoſe Forces did diſperſed lie, 

Of late alarum'd by the Enemy, 

Calling a councel, did reſolve at length : 

Td cbule one General over all her 

Divinity, who had the choice, did name 

Reynolds ; All yoices cetiter'd in the ſame t 

Now here he ſtands and beads ſuch Books as bear 
Truth ip their Van, and Triumph i'their Rear. ; 


RK. W. 
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© For a Godly Mans Tomb: 


Eeei a piece of Chriſt, a Starin Duſt z 
AV ein of Go 1d, a Chine Diſh that muſt ICy 


"EPITAP 


For a Wicked Mans Tomb. 


Ece lies the Carkaſe of a curſed Sitner, 
Doom'd to be Koaſted,for the Devils Dinner. 


A Letter to a Friend. 


| | Generous Sr, 
| N Saturdaylaſt (the day and Weather bei 
'$, as ſad and dumpiſh as old Satnrs him 
/ {wbilſt 1 was in my Study (my. Books and my ſelf 
» Jmuſty apd melancholy) and my proviſions for the 
{next day as poor as ever were made by Country 
Curate, ſomerimes ſcratching that which goes for 
t my Head, and then biting my Nails for offending ; 
-4my Naddle ; in comes your Friendly Letter (the © 
—{welcomeſt Quarter-maſter that ever came to my ; 
Houle) to take up Quarters for that Gallant Mans 
{Vorks (and if ever good Works merited, they 
{do) Doftor Reynolds, Sir, They no ſooner entred 
winy Seudy — bur all my Books ſcem'd to diſappenr,' 
[ a the Stars do at the riſing of the Sun: You cat 
$oor imagine what fear, ſhame, confuſton, and envy, 
Fay poor Shelves diſcovered; Some poor Authors 
-Fſtood gaſpiog--- others rumbled down, and atheits 
{burſt their Bindings: -- reſolving ro break Priſon), 
ac, | ather'than ſtand before ſuch a Judge of Learning, 
| Thole:few Fathers (which I had) ſeemed to meer 
'Jins Councel, what they ſhould do, whether ſtay or 
Itpard,./ Old Ore began, but he was fo tull of 
al Allegories 


) 
&llegories, and whimſeys, they could not tell 
to lay to bim; but fore he and they all were 
bled,for fear (good men) that they ſhould now 
ejeQedin their old Age. Faſtin thought that 
ſhouis again be a Martyr, and burnt to light T 
bacco. Tertullian began to make Apologies; 
eAsſtn himieclf fcll ro his Confeſſions and 
traQtations. As for Hierom, as good a Scholar 
he «25, he wiſht bimſelt 2gain on bis Pilgrimay 
and my poor Country man Bede got into a cort 
and «i! ro his Beeds, On another (helt .for 1 
not many) my Schook-men looked like Sche 
boys,and itcod with their ſtrings untied, ready 1 
erufſed for Correftion. Aquinas himſelt wiſh 
he badnotfuch fumms to reckon for : and allt 
Popiſh | Authors had fell ro croſſing themſchr 
But what a caſe (if my ſtout Folios and old 
thors faioted thns) do you think my Infantry 
Modern mer, my Quarto and Octavo Striplit 
were in Yea, ſome of our own Engliſh (men 
many E. :itions, and worthy to b: boundandgild 
gave back, and thruſt one another + Dedand 
were both Gilenced ; DoQor ,Preſtons All-ſufcie 
cy pleaded in ſufficiency Thomas G 
ed his Caps in his eyes, and became a Child 
ieht in D.rkneſs —As for Jobn Godwin, be look 
for » General Redemption of them all; buth 
Subſizer, poor Prerce, was afraid, at the Dot 
coming in, that he and his corrected Copy, (he 
be again ſent to tic Houle of Corredtign; 
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formy Pamphlets,” and'traſh, they crowded toge- 
ther; and having no manner of Cover for them- 
ſelves, many of them wilh'd Giles (alvert hang'd 
for Printing them, and themſelves burnt our of the 
way. Thus, Sir, it was with my Study : But for 
my ſelf, oh how I was revived and raviſhed ! No 
ſooner did that Book, big with Chriſt, enter and 
falute me (pardon the alluſion) but my heart, like 
Jobn in his Mothers Belly, leap'd for joy. No 
ſooner did I open and taſte the Honey, bur mine 
Eyes were enlightned, and 1 mended in an ifſtant. 
The vanity of the Creature made me ſerious, the 
Sinfulneſs of fin humbled me, the Life of Chriſt 
quickned me ; the 110 Pſalm made me ſing, the 
Lords Supper feaſted me,—the Prophet Hoſes 
inſpired me, and the paſſions exceedingly affeRed 
me. Whacz ſhall I fay or do? I cannot hold, but 
muſt fall out of trotting heavy Proſe iato an amble 
of Rhyming. 

From a kind Hand there came Venrich a place 
In my poor Study, —the rare works and Face 
Of Learned Keverend Reynolds I receive 
The Book with joy — but no gift (by yoar leave) 
And for the Book, and for my ſelf, | vow 
oy 1 ner had Piece could make me Preach till now: 
1 [le pay for't (Sir) And—(which I ner ſhall do) 
then 1 canwrite ſuch — you ſhall Print them too, 

Mean time [ propheſie, this Volume will 

Mehke both your Rolc and Crown ro flouriſh till. 
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Sir, accept and pardon this traſh, n 
TermTI ſhall be in Londen, and then perſon 
poore what I now ſet my Hand to—(wviz.) Tha 

am | 


| 


Yours moſt Cordially, 


R. 
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Alas poor Scholar ! 
W hither wile thou go ? 


; 

| OK 

{ 

| Strange Alterations which at this time be, 


There's many did think they never ſhould ſee. 


| | N a Melancholy Study, 
| | None but my ſelf, 
Methought my Muſe grew mitddy ; 
After ſeven years Reading, 
And coſtly breeding, 
| felt, but could hndno pelt : 
Into Learned Rags 
I've rent my Pluſh and Satten, 
And now am fit to beg 
In Hebrew, Greeh, and Later ; 
Inſtead of Ariſtotle, 
Would I bad got a Patten. 
Alas poor Scholar | Whither wilt thor po ? 


De 


Cambridge 
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Cambridge now I mult leave thee, 
And follow Fate, 
College hopes do deceive me ; 
 - ToftexpeRed 
To have been eleced, 
But deſert is reprobate. 
Maſters of Colleges 
Have no common Graces, 
And they that have Fellowſhips 
Have but common Places, 
And thoſe that Scholars are 
They mult have handſome faces : 
Alas poor Scholar ! Whither wilt thowge? 


I baye bow'd, I have bended, 
And all in hope 
One day to be befriended : 
I have Preach'd, I have Printed 
What ere | hinted, 
To pleaſe our Engli/h Pope : 
I worſhip'd rowatds the Eaſt, 
Bur the Sun doth now forſake me; 
I find that I am falliog, 


Would 1 had been 'uprigat, 
For bowing now will break me : 
Alas peor Scholar | hither wilt thow go? 


The Northern winds do ſhake me : 


At 
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At great prefermentI aimed, 
Witneſs my Silk ; 
But now my hopes are maimed : 
I looked lately 
To live molt ſtately, 
And have a Dairy of Bell-ropes Milk ; 
But now alas ! | 
My elf 1 muſt not flatter, 6 
Bigamy of Steeples 
Is a laughing matter ; 
Each man muſt have but one, 
And Curates will grow fatter. 
Alas poor Scholar | hither wilt thou go ? 


Into ſome Country Village 
Now I mult go. 
Where neither Tythe nor Tillage 
The greedy Patron 
And parched Matron 
Swear to the Church they owe : 
Yerif | can Preach, 
And Pray too on a ſudden, 
And confute the Pope 
At adventure, without ſtudying, 
Then ten Pounds a year, 
Beſides a Sunday Pudding. 


At 
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All the Arts I have skill in, 
Divine and Humane, 

Yet all's not worth a Shilling ; 
When the Women hear me, 
They do but jeerme, 

And lay 1 am profane : 

Once, I remember, 
I preached with a Weaver, 
I quoted Aſtin, 
He quoted Doed and {lever ; 
I nothing gor, 
.Y He gor a Cloak and Beaver : 
Alas poor Scholar | hither wilt thes go + 


Ships, Ships, Ships, I diſcover, 
Croſſing the Main ; 
Shall I in, and go over, 
Turn Jew or Atheiſt, 
Turk, or Papiſt, 
To Geneva, or «Amſterdam ? 
Biſhopricks are void 
In Scotland, thall I thither > 
Or follow Windebank 
And Finch, to lee if either 
Do want a Prieſt co (hrive them ? 
O no, "Gs bluſt*riog weather. 
Alas poor 5 cholar ! Whither wilt chou go ? 


55 
Ho, ho, ho, I have hit it, 
' Peace good-man Fool ; 
Thou haſf a Trade will fir it ; 
Draw thy Indenture, 
Be bound at adventure 
An Apprentice toa Free-School ; 
There thou maiſt c:-mmand 
By william Lillhes Charter ; 
There thou maiſt whip, ſtrip, 
And hang, and draw, and quarter, 
And commit to the Red Rod 
Both ”:4, and Tom, and Arthar. 
h, I, "rs thither, thither will 1 go. 
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Norfoce and u woe, 


COCK: FIGHT. 


By R. WW. 


O you tame Gallaris,:you'that have a name; 
And would accounted be Cocks of the Game ; 
| . Thar have braye Spurs to ſhew for't, and can cron, 
And count a'l Dunghil breed, that cannot ſhow 
«of painted plumes as yours; which think*eno vice 
© Witch Cock-like luſt to tread your Cockatrice ; 
bs *Though Peacocks, Weathercocis, Woodcocks you 
If y'arc not Fighting Cocks y'renot for me, (be, 
I of two feathered Combatants will write ; 
And he that means to thilite to expreſs their Fight, 
Muſt make bis Ink the blood which they did ſpill, 
And from their dying Wings muſt take bis quill, 
| No ſooner were the doubttul people ſer, 
The Match made up, and ali that would bad bet; 
© But ſtraight the skilful Judges of the Play 
Brovght forth their ſharp-Hecl'd Warriors;andthey 
Were both in Linnen Bags, as if'r were meet 
| Before they dy*d, to have their Winding-theer, 
Into 


| (57) 
to the Pit tbe,'r brought, and being there 
Ipon the Stage, the Norfolk Chanticleer 
Looks ſtoutly ar his ne'r before-ſeen Foe, 
Padlicze a Challenger began to crow, 
clap his Wings, as it he would diſplay 
s Warlike colours, which were black and gray. 
n time the wary  #bich walks and breaths 
s ative body, and in fury wreaths 
is comly Creſt ; and often looking down, 
e beats his angry Beak upon the ground. 
This done they meet, not like tha: coward Breed 
Of e/£ſops ; theſe can better fight than feed: 
bey ſcorn the Dunghil; *tis their only prize 
To dig tor Pearls within each others eyes. 
hey tought ſo nimbly that*cwas hard to know, 
To theskilful, wherher they did fight or no ; 
that the blood which dy'd che fatal floor, 
dnot born witneſs of't, Yer fought they more; 
Sit each wound were but a ſpur toprick 
Their fury forward. Lightnings not more quick 
Dr red, than were their Eyes: *'T was hard zo know 
berher 'twas blood or anger made them ſo, 
'me ſure they had been out, had they not ſtood 
ore fafe, being walled in each others blood. 
Thus they vy'd blows ; but yer, alas, at length, 
Although their courage were tulltri'd,theirſtrength 
And blood began to ebb. You that have ſeen - 
A watry combat on the Sea, berween 
Two angry roaring boiling Billows, how 
They match, and meet, and cath their curled brow; 
\ Swelling 


ys eg, . 
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Swelling like Graves, as though they did intend | 
T*intomb each other, ere the Quarrel end ; £ 
\ But when the wind is dawn, and bluſtring weatl 
They are made friendsand ſweetly run together; (lo 
May think theſe Champions ſuch:their blood gre 
And they which leap'd but now,now ſcarce can 
For having left th'advantage of the Heel, 
Drunk with each others blood, tney only reel; Þ\1 | 
And yet they would feign fight; they came ſo near 4 
Methought they meant into each others car Let 
To whilper wounds ; and when they could not ril 
+ They lay and look't blows int'cach others eyes. |, 
But now tbe Tragick parc ! After this fir, 
When Norfolk Cock had got the belt of it, Te 
And which lay a dying, ſo that none, 


Though ſober, but might venture ſeven to one, = 
CantraQing, like a Dying- Taper, all In 
His "WL intending with the blow to fall, W 
He ſtruggles up, and haviog taken wind, Fi 
Ventures a blow, and ſtrikes the other blind, M 
And now poor Norfolk, baving loſt his cyes, Þ 
Fighcs guided only by Antipathies ; 7 
With:him, alas ! the Proverb is not true, A 


; The blows his eyes ne'r ſaw, his heart muſt rue, | +7 
At laſt by chance, be ſtumbling on his Foe, 
Nat baviog an/ ſtrength to give a blow, 
He falls upon him with his wounded head, 
And makes his Conquerors wings bis Feather: bed, 
His Friends ran in, and being very chary, 
Seat in all haſt to call a. Pothecary ; 


By 


4 


6, (59) 
But all in vain, his body did ſo Bliſter, 

jat 'rwas not capable of any C lyſter. 

Phyfick's in vain, and *twill not him reſtore: 

Alas poor Cock, he was let blood before. 

hen finding himſelf weak, op'ning bis Bill, 
calls a Scriv'ner, and thus makes his Will ; 

top. Firſt of M1, ler never be forgot, 

- TMy body freely I bequeath to thePor, 

Decently to be boyl'd : and for its Tomb, 

if Let it be buried in ſome hungry Womb. 

hem, For Executors I'le have none, 

But he that on my fide laid ſeven to one; 

And, like a Gentleman that he may live, 

To him, and to his Heirs, my Comb I give, 

| Together with my Brains, that all may _ 

That oftentimes his Brains did uſe to Crow, 

lum, For comfor: of choſe weaker ones 

4 Whoſe Wives complain of,letthem have my Stones, 

For Ladies that are Light, it is my Will, 

My Feathers make a Fan. And for my Bill, 

Ill give a Tailor: Burt 'faith 'tis ſo thort, 

Iam afraid, be'll ratber curſe me fort, 

And for that wotthy DoGors ſake, who mean 

To give me a Clyſter, let my Kump be ſear. 

Laſtly, becauſe I find my felf decay, 

1 yield, andgive to Wwbich Cock the day. 
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Denms Rond, Eſq; 


SzZEES 


Who dycd four days before the 1, b 


" LORD PROTECTOR. || 


Ow whilſt »b:erhall wears black, and men do V 

"Tis Treaſon any Colour elſeto wear; (fent 

- Whilſt Mourners, like a flock of Crows, reſort al 
To thegreat Lions Carcafe, at the Court ; - 
Whilſt che ſaid Members of the tother Houſe - 
(That Mountain web Laſt year brought fortha Mouſe) v 
Lament his Fall, who Madandall their Wiverg C 
And Thwarle wiſhes he had had nine Lives ; 

- Whilſt ſome lament, he dy'd without an Axe, l 

> And fear the Funeral will coſta Tax; 

3. Whillt cunning Scot/and counterfeits a Groan, 

And ireland cudgel' d into her 4 hone, 
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ſt __ put her Finger in her Eye, ' 
W uſe their Leeks to make them cry 
Philſt grief doth chime all io, and every Tribe 
jcleped Mayor and Aldermen, ſubſcribe 
(Or make their marks at leaſt) how full of Sadneſs 
{That Oliver is dead, and cke of gladneſs 

That 3ichard reigns ! though the Slaves lie, I fear, 
{For their old Gowns are lin'd with Cavalier: 
Whilſt the ſad Poetaſters of the times 
Plaiſter the Hearſe with miſerable Rhymes, 
And 1, poor man, might mend my;Fortune too, 
As ſure as ever Lord Hewſon mended Shoo, 
Ift could baſte my Muſe, and make her go : 
I, by that great Ghoſts leave, am well content 
To wait upon a meaner Monument ; 
| Yer fit to ſtand by this, if not above, | 
As having, though leſs pomp, yet no lefs Love; 
'Tis Dennis Bond, that true bred Engliſh Squire, 
| Whoſe worth, if my rude Fancy ſhould aſpire 
| To reach the Sinews; juſt, pious, valiant, wile, 
Able for Counſel or for Enterprize ; 
Fit to ſer Cats Copies, if alive, 
Able to make a Bankrupt Nation thrive ; 
Tr'alchymy of whoſe ſingle Judgment could 
Convert a leaden RE Gold, 
«Atlas of State! ob! if King Charles that's gone, 
Inſtead of Drgby and old (oringten, 
Had had one Dennss ; he had ſtood till now, 

| An4 kept the Crown faſt on his Royal brow. 
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In ove week loſt their Pilor, and his Mate:  - 
” And though hedy'din's Bed, 'tis not deny'd ; 
Yer was bis head ſtruck off when Denngs dy'd, 
Adieu, brave Bond! My aged Mule Gall buca 
Her with'red Lawrel at thy ſacred Urn. 


 Livethine own Monument, and ſcorn atone; 


| Marbles themſelves vave flaws, thy name has notg 
- That pla: of Earth which graſps thee in ber womb, 
Proud of ſuch Treaſure, ſwells into a Tomb. 
When the next Parliament xogether come, 

And miſs their Weſtern Patriot from his room, 


©  Deſpairing that their Meeting will not ſpeed, 


Griet will diſſolve them, no ProteRor need. 
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could not out-live him; So our State , 
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4 pon ſome Bottles of Sack 'and 
Claret, laid in Sand, andco- 
vered with a Sheet. 


Ne Nrer and ſee this Tomb (Sirs) do not fear, 

b, No Spirits, but of Wine, will fright you bere : 

Veep o're this Tomb, your ſorrows here may kave 

Vine for their ſweet Companions in the Grave. 

| A dozen Shakeſpears here interr'd do lie; 

Two dozen Fobnſons full of Poetry. 

Did not the Mother Hogſhead,from whoſe womb 

Theſe Babes ſprang fortb, burſt when (he ſaw-thjs 

Torab, mer" 

And ſwell with griet ? Did notthe Butler (ink, 

y | To ſee himſelt wwrn Sexton to his Driak ? 

'Twere commendable Sacrilege, no doubt, 

Could I come at your Grave, to ſteal you out; 

How e're, from this thy anxious Grave 1 will ” 

Some virtuous Athes take, wherewith le fill 

The Glaſs I Preach by ; tor Imuſt be juſt, 

There lies Divinity within thy Duſt, 

Unhappy Grape, could not one preſſing do; 

But now alive you muſt be buried too ? 

Sleep on, but ſcorn to die, immorral Liquer : 

The bury ing of thee thus will mace thee quicker; 

| Mean while by Friends pray loud, that thou maiſt x 
A ſpeedy ReſurreRion from the Graye. © (have 7 
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Upon the late VICTORY obtained by 


His Royal Highneſs the Duke of 7 
Agaioſt the DUTCH, upon ane 3. 1665. Tec 
By the Author of 1ter Bryeale, 


—A———— 


OUr ! Iconjure thee by the powerful Nam 

Of CHARLES and FA MES, andthe 

victorious Fames, 

On this great day ſet all thy Priſoners free, 

(Triumphs command a Goal. Delivery) 

Setthem all free, leave not a limping Toe 

From my Lord Chancelors tro mine below ; 

Unleſs thou giv'ſt us leave this day to Dance, 

Thow'rrt not th'old Loyal Gout, but com? {t trom 
France. 

*I 1s done, my grict obeys the Soveraign Charms, 

I feel a Bonfice in my joynts, which warms 

And thaws the frozen jelly; 1am grown 

Twenty years younger; Victory bath done | 

What puzled Phyſick : Give the Dutch a Rout, '* 

=> Probatum eſt, 'twill curc an Engbſb Gour, | 
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Come then, puc nimble Socks upon, my Feet, 

| (hall be Shippers to our Royal Fleet, 

| Uſe now returns in dances on our Seas 

A Conqueror above Hyperboles. 

A Sea which with Bucephains doth ſcorn 

Leſs than an Mlexander ſhould be born 

On ker proud back ; but to aLoyal Rein 

Yields foaming Mouth, and bends her curled Main: 

And conſcious that (he is too ſtrait a Stage 

For Charles toaR on, ſwell'd wity Loyal Kage, 

Urgeth the Belgick and the Gebich hore 

To yield more room, her Maſter muſt have more. 
ateful Neighbors |-'twas our kinder Ifle, 

ith her own blood made your Geneva Stile 

Writ in {mail Print (poor States and ſore perplext: ) 

Swell to the (HIGH AND MIGHTY LORDS) 

and can you be ſuch Snakes to ſting that breaſt(intexr 

Which in your Winter gave you warmthand reſt > 

| Poor Flemsſb Frogs, if your Ambition thirſt 

To ſwell to Engis/b Greatneſs, You will burſt. 

Could you believe our Royal Head would fail 

To Nod thoſe down, who fell before our Tail ? 

| Or could your Amfterdem by her commands, 
"| Make Londen carry Coals, to warm her Hands? 

| A bold attempt ! Pray praRticeitno more ; 

Veſar'd our Coals, yet gave you Fire good ſtore, 

/]|tisenough ; The righteous Heavens havenow | 

-Judg'd the Grand Quarre! betwixt us and you. 

\ \ Fide Sentence is—T pe Sarface mult be ours, bs 

1 ut for the botrom of the Sea 'tis yours: 
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Part of that Fraft which Charles their King de 
: Arid feed on th 


: And on themiclves they now mult feed or faſt ; 


This 15 my Pens miſcarriage, not a Birth ; 


» __ ? 


66) | 

ich ſome thouſands, are 

Gone dawn to-take poſſeſſion of your ſhare." 
Methioks 1 hear great Trston ſound Call, 

And through th-affrighted Ocean ſummon all 

His ſcaly Regiments to.come and rake — (make 


Wherethry may glut Revenge, quit the old (core, 
'| who fed -- hon before: 
Whom when they have digeſted, who can find 
Whetherthey're Fiſh, or Fleſh,or what's their kind 
Van-Cod Van- Ling, Van Herring, will be cry'd 
About their Streetsz All Fiſh fo Dwtebifi'd, * 
The $1mes may find their Capers in their Diſh, 
And meet their «Adoorals in butter*d Filh, 
Thus the;'l imbody and increaſe their Crew ; 
A cunning » ay to make each Datch.man two. 


Theit Herring Trade is brought unto its Leſt. 


Inn 


To the King. 
| i : 
Ren Sir, belov'd of God and Man, admit. 
My Loyal zeal to run before my Wie, 


Herhaſt hath made her bring blind Puppies forth] 
My aims, in this attempt, areto provoke, 
and Kindle flames more Noble by my ſmoak ; 


© 


3 ny it of ſtraw —_ + 5 great Wood on ;n Fir, 


ret ens | 


Command your Denham to hang up his Crutch ; 
He is a man bot &f Highdnds and feet, 


ky and with gr va; nymbers can your Navy meet; 
| HET Rag rey (Bey: 
ind, Torts Temples Crown with ouriſhiog 


waller (great Poet and Fug Prophet too) 
, TT curiaus Penfil ih rich Colours drew 


Pe this grand riump b tar your view, -- 
Ke, ering { Sfeeding new) 
(Th a fin IT Foes. the Sights 
Of what it muſt expeQt Ll etend Bi hes. T2 


That Son and Heir of Piders Muſe and Fame, 
Your modeſt Cowley, with your breath will flame, 
| Avdmake thole Belgich Beofts wha live, aſpire ; 
| | To ul your Sacrifice in his pure Fire... (Wonder 
He ſhall , proclaim, our 7 4 MES; great | 
—| And like a fove, Fighting in Clouds od Thunder. 
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"FEFEEFTFE VULLEE 


T-HE GAATREOL T 
| NON-CONFORMIST, 
SLE mac ...; wh 


- Return of Thanks eo, Sir 7 B. p. Knight 

EE .. who ſent che Author” Ten 

CROWNS, .. TY 
, 46654 10 Ts GC 381 


As deſpicable as bad Poets be { 
oTcarcehas Wit (if you require the ſame) 
To mike an Arfagram upon your Name / 
- Or toout ri yme a Barber, or prepare 
An Epitaph to ſerve a Quenborough Mayor ! [ 
A limping Levite ! who icarce in his prime 
©» Could woe an Abrgail, or fay grace in rhyme ! 
©  TenCrowns to Fach a thing! Friend 'tis adoſe 
” Ableto raiſc dead *en, or Davenants Nole ; 
Able co-make a Courtier prove a Friend, 
And more than all of them in ViRuals ſpend. 
= This free, free- Parliament, whoſe gift doth found 
©” Ful five 8nd ty cury hundred thouland pound: ; 
Yau 


3 T- a at once! and tb one _—— 
r 
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You have undone them, for yours was your own, 
And ſome of ic ſhall laſt when theirs is-gone. 

Ten Crowns at once! and now at ſuch a time, 
| WhenLovetoſuctas bam, is a Crime 
Greater than is recorded in fane Shore, 
' | Whogavebut onepoor Loaf to the ſtary'd Whote. 
| What, now to help a Non- Conformiſt Now 
When Miniſters are. broke that will not bow * | 
When ris to be unbleſbro be ungirt !::: 
To wear no Surplice doth deſerve no Shirt: 
' | No Broth, no Meat; noService, no ProteRtion 5 
| No Crols, nb Coinz no Colle, no-Colle&tion!: © 
| You are a daring Knight thus to be kind; ; ++ 7 
If cruſty Koger gerit in the-wind | a 

Hee'll fnek a Plot, a Prezbyterian Plot; |. a Y 

| Eſpecially for what you gave the Scory'. = pn) of 2 

And if the Spiritual Court cake fire from Crick, _ 

They'll clap a Paritor apon your back, . -- + 1-1! 

Shall make you (hrug, as if you wore the Collac”! 

Of Caſhier'd Red con, or poor Scholar; 

What will you plead; Sir, {ike hey put you tor? ;{ 

Was it the DoQor, or the Knight did do/t? | + +) * 

Did you, as DoQor, Fhix ſome Uſurer?- + :- 10 
_ And with your quick, did his dull Silver tir ? 

Or did your zeal, you a Knight- Templer make, | 
To give. the ( hurch the bootics you thould rake? 
Or was it your defireco beg Applauſe? . 

Or ſhew affeRion tothe good old Cauſe ? 
{| ' Wav to feed Faftion, or uphold the ſtickel 
4 Berwixt the old Church and new Conventicle? 


"#4 


F (79))) 
No, none of theſe, but | have hit the thing, 
It was becquſe you'knew 1 Iny'd the King. 
"Fen Crowns at once 4 Sirg your ll lulpe&ed. be. 
For no good Yreteſtant, you are fo free, 
So much at onee! ſure qjpowbe'r gave before: 11" 
Or elſe, I doubr, no 
* Thisis eh6dyt10 make ann pak) 44H 
- Religio « Medrti rn be the beſt. M.-Y 
| The Chriſtians, tor rwholelfkkes we orenndone, 
 Wouldtwrecryd out, dþ1: tis too much for ane. T 
; Eitherto give or take :: 4vhar needstbis _— &/ 
” OW, how 'they love t6 baye.us keep 3 Falt1... 
* "Fiveprivme/Mectings, where/r: each, tour men 
© In black Coats,and whieeG@aps (you Hoaldrhemtheh 
” A Tecm of Miniiters). tave Gpid all day;/-c: 
4 Deſerving Provender, bug {cavceqgat hays. :- 1 
> Whirelang:feif have dramn ay jpart fomerhouts, 
"Have nor afforded fuch:recurn.as yours«, i, {+ | | 
Fde wiſto chem-watch, andkenp:me. Cronbals. 
Not wancot guiltinthem, nor wort of ill.) |( 
In tne, bur want of wine dots:make me __ 
Orelſe de facrifice themnotbe flame - 
Of a high blazing Satyr; Hides 4m 
Who nerpretended at your. rates, yer af. - 
More freely feet us, with Wine and good. Diſhes, 
Thea they (yer that's their almis) with fighs and 
Oh,for aRapture ! how (hall [deſcribe (wilhes: 
© The love of thouſands io their Reading Irib. ! 
Who lbmaincain'd them, when they loſt their places 
Thicy did not toſe one pimple from the r faces; 


* 
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(71) | 
But after all, full fraught with fleſh and Flagon, - 
Came forthlikeMonks,or Prieſts of Bell andDragon, 
One would baye judg'd by their highlooks and fmells 
They had beeg kept in Cellars, not in Cells':. 
Where they grew big and batten'd ; without doub: 
Some that wen: Firkins in, came Hogs-aeads our. 
But ours in two years time are sKkin and bones, 
And look like Gran- dame, or old Apple Fohns, 
One Lazarus amongſt us was too muci, 
But ere*t be long we all thall look like ſuch ; 
And when that comes to paſs, the world (hall (ce, 
Who are the Gholtly Fathers, they or we; 
{ And then our bellies ( vithout better fare) 
Will be as empty as their Noddles are. 
Though we are ſilent, our guts will not be ſo, 
But make a Conventicle as they go : 
Poor ( »(on peace, and ceaſe their croking din, 
Thou art condemn'd to be a {hutrerlen. 
Niggardly Puritans ! bluth at the odds 
Betwixt the Bonners and the meagre Dodds; 
You give your Drink in Thimbles, they in Bowls, 
Your Churc' is poor St. Fazths, and theivs is Pawls; 
And whilſt you Pric{s and Altars do deſpile, 
Your ſelves prove Prieſts, and we your Sacrifice, 
But why do I permit my Mule to whine ? 
I with my Brethren all ſuch checks as mine, 
And thoſe that with us well, ſuch hearts as thine, 
My Noble Baber I have choſen you 
For my Ub; fitian, and my Champion too ; 


E 4 CGiye 
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-& (72) 
\, Giveme but ſometimes ſuch a doſe, and I 
Will ne'c wiſh other Cordial till I die, 
* And then proclaim you a moſt Valiant Knight, -' 
(Shew-but ſome menile) though you never Fight, 
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UPON THE 


"OO 


Impriſonment 
M. CALAMY 
NEVV GATE, 


{ don Page I ſend you, Sir, your Newgate Fate ) 
Not to condole, but to congratulate, 


4 L 
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I envy not our Mitred men, their Places, 
Their rich Preferments, nar their richer Faces: 
To-kee them Steeple upon Steeple er, 
As if they meant that way to Heaven get. 
I can behold them tae into their gills 

A doſe of Churches, as men ſwallo Pills, 
And never grieveat it: Let chem inim in Wine - 
While others drown in tears, ''le not repine. 


Byt my heart truly grudges (I co:tefs) 
5 tat yu thus loaded are with rappiaeſs ; 
 Fotl@itis: and you more bleſſd art 


In Peters Chain, than if you fat in's Chair. 

One Sermon hath preferr'd you, ſo.much honor, 
A man could ſcarce have had from Bithop Bonner, f 
Whilſt we (your 8rethren) poor Erraticys be, |, 
--  Youarea glorious fixtd'Swr we fee; {; 

> Hundreds of as turn out of Houſe and Home, 
1 Toafafe Haibitation you are come. 

Z* Whatthough it be a Goat? 'Shame and Diſgrace 
4 > Kiſeonly trom the Crime, not from the place. . 


highs Fepraach or injuries is done "T1 h Vil 

By at Efifpletotheiunſperted Sun? / | Pp 
He only by that black upon his brow "I 
Allurces SpeRators more ;arld ſo do you. | knd 

+ "Let me find Honey, though upon a Red, Th 


And prize the Priſon, where my Keepet's God: 
Nemwgatt 


(75) 

wat; or Hell mere Heav'n, if Chriſt werethere, 

* Be made the Styble fo and Sepufcher. | 7 

ed the place did for your. preſence call; ** - 

ſons do, want perfuming moſt of all. > 
gs tothe Bilbop, and his good Lord Mayor, 

ko turn'd the. Den of Thieves into a Houle of 

W'-- 

had ſame Thief by you converted be, 

e him who ſuffer'd in Chriſts company., .. * 
Now would I bad fight of your Mittinord ; — 
m mould I know why you are deal with thus. 

lor, ſer forth your Priſoner at the Bar, 
\$ yyou ſhall hear what your offences arg, | 
'| Firſt, it is proy'd tnat you being dead in Lay 
Asif you car'd not for that death a ſtraw): ** -* - 
"id alk ang bapnt your Church, asif youÞd'ﬆire 
way .the Reader and his Comman-Prayer., © > 
f will be provd you did not only walk,” uu v/ 
tlike a Puritan your Ghoſt did talk. OY 
Dead, and yer Preach | yheſe Precbyterian Slaves ** 
Villnor give over Preaching in their Graves. * vs 
hem, You play'd the Thick, and if't beſo, © *"* - 
Good peaby (A Nengate you (hall gaz” ©*f) 
And now you're there, ſome dare to ſwear Yau: 
The greateſt Pick- pocket that e're came there's” ** 


Z 
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(76) 
Your Wifetoo,little better than yourſelf you 
Shkeis th'Keceliver of each purſe you take, 
But your great Theft you aRis in your Churth, 
(1 do not mean you did your Sermon larch, 
That's crime Canonical) bur you did pray 

And Preach, fo that you ſtole mens hearts away. 
So that good man to whom your place doth fall, Þ® 
Will fad they have no heart for hin at all : 
This Felony deſerv'd Impriſonment, ' 
What can't you I 0n-Conformifts be content 4 
Sermons to make except you pteach them tos; F 
They my | hon places have, thisawork can do, "Pe 
Thirdly, is prov'd, when you pray moſt devodt fe 
For all good men, you leave the Biſhops out: '* 
This makes Scer Sheldon by his cOtherial OH 


| 


Conjure and lay you ſafe in Newgate hell: F | 
Would I were there too, 1 ſhould like it well, \* | 
I would you durſt ſwap puniſhment” with me'; © 
Pain makes me fitter for the Company 
Of roaring Boys; and you may lic in Bed, '' | 
Now your Name's up ; pray do.it in my teatl, 
And FH be deny'd us co change places, 

Let us for Sympathy compare our cales ; 

For if in ſuffering we both agree, 

Sir ,l may challenge you to pity me : 

I am the older Goal-Bird ; my hard -ate 

Hath kept me twenty years in (rippleg ate ; 
Old Biſhop Gomt, that Lordly proud diſeaſe, Mi 
Took my tat body tor tis Diocels, 


» 


v 


here he keeps Court, there viſits every Limb, 
| makes them (Levite-like) conform to him, 
he doth Article each joyne, 
| makes enquiry into every point: 
' Qirter enemy to preaching ; he 
Futh half a year ſometimes ſuſpended me; 
dd if he find me painful in my ſtation, 
Down 1 am ſure to go next Viſitation : 
binds up, looſeth; ſers up and pulls down; 
*IFretends he draws all humors from the Crown, 
»/ Bit 1am fure he maketh ſuch ado, 
s humors trouble bead and members too : 
He bath me now ip hand, and e're he goes, 


ay, 
, 


\. {fear for Herevcks be'l burn my Toes, 
1 ! Iwould giveall | am worth, a fee, 
from his juriſdiction 1 were free, . 


"Now Sir, you findour ſuff rings do agree, 
Biſhop Clapt up you, another me : 
oh! the difference too is very great, C 


F 
y 
g 
i 


, 


TYou are allow'dto walk, to drink andeat; 

| want them all, and never a penny get. 

nd though you bedebarr'd your liberty, 

Yetall your Viſitors I hope are free, 

500d Men, good Women, and good Angels come 
ind make your Priſon betrer than your home. 
Now may it be {o till your foes repent 

They gave you ſuch a rich Impriſonment, 

May for the greater comfort of your lives, 

Your lying in be better than your Wiyes, 


Mar 


Ty 


eos a thoalnd friendly papetd "ag $=# + 
And-tione prove empty, except this from me, ' 
And if you ſtay may I come keep:your door,'. 
Than farewel Parſonage, | ſhall ne're be paor, 
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STYTTTTO TITTY, 


ON THE 


[DEATH 


Mer known to the Author of a long time 
after. Anno 1667. 


Nd muſt our deaths be filenc'd too! I gueſs 
'Tis ſome dumb Devil hath poſſeſt the Preſs, 
Calamy dead without a Publication ! 

'Tis great injuſtice toour Hag/i4b Nation, 

For had this Propher's Funcral been known, 

It muſt have bad an Univerſal Groan, 
Aflited London would then bave been found 

In theſame year to be both burn'd and drown'd ; F 
An 


gd 
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by, © Though nor kow Popery exalts its head, 


quench, 1 
Would yet bave wept a Shower , "His Hearſe » 
drench. 

Methinks the Man who ſtuffs the Weekly Sheet, 
With fine New-Notbings, what hard Names dil 

meet, 

The Empreſs, how ber Petticoat was lac'd, 
And how ber Lacquies Liycries were fac'd; 
What's her chief womans Name ; what Dew & 

bring 
Almonds and Figs to Spain: great little King : 
Is much concern'd if the Popes Toe but akes, 
When he brakes Wind, and when a Purge he 
takes; 
He who can gravely advertiſe, and tell, 
Where Lockier and Rowland Pippin dwell; 
Where a Black Box or Green-Bag was Joſt; 
And who was Knighted, though not what it coſt: 
Methinks he might have thought it worth the 
while, 
Though not to tell us who the State beguile. 
Or what new Conquelt England hath acquired; 
Nor that poor Trifle whothe City fired; 


And Prieſts and Jeſuits their Poyſon ſpread ; 
Yet in ſwolo Characters he mightelet fly, 
The Pretbyterians have loſt an Eye, 


y Had 


id their who fornd to ere their fleatttl 
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dI 
oi Had Crack f Fiidle been in tune, (but he 

Is now a Silenc'd Man as well as We) j 

He bad ſtruck up loud Muſick, and had plaid 

A Jig for joy that Calamy was laid; 

He would have told how many Coaches went; 

&| How many Lords and Ladies did lament ; 

What Hand-kerchiefs were {en:, and in them Gold 
To wipe the Widows eyes, he would have told; 
All had come out, and we beholden all 

d} To him, for th'overflowing of his gall, 

But why do I thus rant without a cauſe? 

ls not Concealment Policy ? whoſe Laws 

My filly peeviſh Muſe dote ill oppoſe ; 

he | For publick Lofſes no Man hould diſcloſe : 

And ſuch was this, a greater loſs by far, 

One Man of God than twenty Men of War; 

It was a King, who when a Prophet dy'd ; 

Vept over him, and Father, Father cry'd 

|: | Oit thy Life and Miniſtry be done, 

the | My Chariots and Horſemens ſtrength is gone. 

| muſt ſpeak ſober words, for well | know 

If Saints in Heaven do hear us here below, 

alie, though in his Praiſe, would make him frown, 
and chide me, when with Jeſs he comes down 

To judge the World, This little little He; 
This filly, fickly, filenc'd Calamy, 

Aldermanbury's, Curate, and no more, 

Taough he a mighty Miter might have wore, 


lad 


o could 
— I | 


- 


i And thoſe who found rio tears their flames H 


quench, | Is 
Would yet have wept a Shower , "His Hearſe iq H 
drench. A 
Methinks the Man who ſtuffs the Weekly Sheet, | 
With fine New-Notbings, what hard Names did H 
meet, V 
The Empreſs, how ber Petticoat was lac'd, | T 
And how her Lacquies Liveries were fac'd; A 
What's her chief womans Name ; what Don dd T 
bring 
Almonds and Figs to Spains great little King : 
Is much concern'd if the Popes Toe but akes, 
When he brakes Wind, and when a Purge he 
takes; 
He who can gravely advertiſe, andtell, 
Where Lockter and Rowland Pippin dwell; 
Where a Black Box or Green-Bag was Joſt, 
And who was Knighted, though not what it F 


Methinks he might have thought it worth t 
% while, 
Though not to tell us who the State beguile. 
Or what new Conqueſt England bath acquired; | 4 
Nor that poor Trifle who the City fued; A 
© © Though nor kow Popery exalts its head, 4 
>, And Prieſts and Jeſuits their Poyſon ſpread ; 1 
' [8 
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Yet in ſwolo CharaRters he might let fly, 
The Pratbyterians have loſt an Eye, 


; Had 
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ol Had [rack f Fiidle been in tune, (but he 
| ls now a Silenc'd Man as well as We) ; 
e td He bad ſtruck up loud Muſick, and had plaid 
A Jig for joy that Calamy was laid; 
t, | He would have told how many Coaches went; 
i4 How many Lords and Ladies did lament ; 
What Hand-kerchicfs were {en:, and in them Gold 
To wipe the Widows eyes, he would have told; 
All had come out, and we beholdean all 
| d To him, for th'overflowing of his gall. 
But why do I thus rant without a cauſe? 
Is not Concealment Policy ? whoſe Laws 
My filly peeviſh Muſe dote ill toppole ; 
be For publick Loſſes no Man Chould diſcloſe : 
And ſuch was this, a greater loſs by far, 
One Man of God than twenty Men of War; 
It was a King, who when a Prophet dy'd ; 
VWept over him, and Father, Father cry'd 
| | 0 if thy Life and Miniſtry be done, 
My Chariots and Horſemens ſtrength is gone. 
I muſt ſpeak ſober words, for well | know 
If Saints in Heaven do hear us here below, 
Alie, though in bis Praiſe, would make him frown, 
And chide me, when with Jeſs he comes down 
To judge the World, This little little He; 
This filly, ſickly, filenc'd Calamy, 
Aldermanbury's, Curate, and no more, 
Taough he a mighty Miter might have wore, 


Jad 
of could 
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"Could have vi'd Intereſt in God or Man, 
With the moſt pompous Metropolitan : 
How have we known him captivate a throng, 
And make a Sermon twenty thouſand ſtrong; 
And though black mouths his Loyalty did charge, 
How ſtrong his tug was at the Royal Barge, 
To hale it home, great GEORG: can well atteſt, 
Then, when poor Prelacy lay dead in its neſt ; 
For if a Colle& could not fetch him home, 
Charles muſt ſtay our, that !nrereſt was mum. 
Nor did Ambition of a Miter, make 
Him ſerve the Crown, it was for Conſcience ſake, 
Unbribed Loyalty ! his bigheſt reach 
Was to be Miſter Calamy, and preach, 
He bleſ,'d the King, who Biſhop him did name, 
And I bleſs him who did refule the ſame. 
O! had our Reverend Clergy been as tree 
To lerve the Prince without Reward, as he, 
They might have had leſs Wealth withgreater Love 
Envy, like winds, endangers things above. 


Worth, not Advancement, doth begert eſteem; | Ly 
Tre higheſt Weathercock the leaſt doth ſeem, Th 


' If you would know of what difeaſe he dy'd As 


Hs griet was Chronical it is reply'd, Thi 
For had be opened been by Surgeons art, He 
Ti ey had found {.onden burning in his heart ; $ | 
How many Mcficntgers of death did he var 
Receive with Chriſtian Magnanimity ! Lon 


The Stone, G. ut, Dropſi., ills which did ariſe | Hg, 


HomG icts a: dS udics, not from Luxurics ; 
The 


p> 


ve 


The 


| Longing to 


> 903 | 
The Meagrim too, which ſtill ſtrikes at the Head 3 
Theſe he ſtood under, and ſcarce ſtaggered, 
Might he but work, thoughloaded with theſe Chains, 
He pray'd and Preach'd,and ſung away his pains- 
Then by « fatal Bill he was ſtruck dead, 
and though that blow he ne're recovered, 
( For he remained ſpeechleſs to his cloſe ) 
Yer did he breath, and breath out Prayers for thoſe 
From whom he had that wound : he liv'dto hear 
An hundred thouſand buried in one Year, 
In this dear City, over which he wept, 
and many Faſts to keep off judgments kept ; 
Yet, yet he liv'd, ſtout hearts, he liv'd to be 
Depriv'd, driv'n out, and kep our, liv'd to ſee 
Wars, Blazing-Stars, Torches, which Heav'nnev'r 
burns, 

Bu: to light Kings or Kingdoms to the Urns, 
He liv'd to ſee the Glory of our Iſle, 
London, conſumed in its Funeral Pile. 
He liv'd to ſee that lefſcr day of Doom, 
London, the Prieſts Burne ſacrifice to Fome ; 
That blow he could nor ſtand, but with that Fire, 
As with a Burning Feaver, did expire. 
Thus dy*d this Satar, of whom it muſt be ſaid, 
He dy'd a Martyr, though he dy'd iv's bed. 
$ Father Els in the Sacred page 
Sar gooey vzith fear, as much as age, 

now, yet loth to ask the News, 
How it fair'd with the Army of the [e95. 


F 2 Jrarl, 
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(84) 
Ifs al flies, that ſtruck his Palſie-head ; 
The next blow ſtunned him, Tour Sons arg dead ; 
But when the third ſtroke came, the Arh 5s loft ; 
His heart was wounded, and his life it coſt. 
Thus fell this Father, and we well do know 
He fear'd our Ark was going long ago. 


(85) 
The EPITAPH. 


Ere a poor Miniſter of Chriſt doth lie, 

who did INDEED «a Biſhoprick deny, 
When bis Lord comes, then, then the world ſhall ſee 
Such bumble ones, the riſing «Men ſhall br, 
How many Saints whom he had ſent before, 
Shouted to ſee him enter Heavens door, 
T here bis bleſt Soul brholds the face of God, 
While we below groan at our Ichabod: 
under bis burned Church bis Body lies, 
But ſhall it ſelf @ glorious Temple riſes | 
May his kind flock when a new Church they make, 
Call it St, Edmundsbury for bis ſake. | 

R.W. 
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| Loyal-Non-Conformiſt, 
OK 


An Account what he dare (wear and what 


he dare nor ſwear. 


 , 


Put liſhed in the year, 1666, 


Fear an Oath, before I ſwear to take it; 
And well I may, for *tis the Oath of God: 

1 fear an Oath, when have ſworn, to break it: 

Ang well I may, for Vengeance hath a Rod. 


And yet I may ſ«ear, and muſt too 'tis due 


Both to my Heay'nly, and my Earthly King : 
If I affent, it muſt be full 2nd true; 
And if I promiſe I muſt do the thing. 


a 
- [ 
e 
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I am no Quaker, not at all toſwear ; 

Nor Papsſt, to ſwear Eaſt, and mean the Welt ; 
But am a Proteſtant, and (hall declare 

W bat / cannot, and what /can proteſt, 


I never will endeayour Alteration 
Of Monarchy, nor of that Royal Name, 

Which God hath choſen to command this Nation, 
But will maintain his Perſon, Crown and Fame. 


What he commands, if Conſcience ſay rot nay, 
(For Conſcience is a greater King than he) 

For {enſcience. ſake, not Fear, | will obey; 
And if not Atrve, Paſſive I will be. 


Pl] pray that all bis SubjeRts may agree, 
And never more be crumbled intro parts ; 
I will endeavor that bis Majeſty 
May not be King of Clabs, but King of Hearts. 


The _ Oak I ſwear I will defend ; 
Bu: for tne /vy which doth bug ic fo, 

I {wear that is a Thief and nor a friend, 
And about Steeples fitter far to grow. 


The Civil. Government I will obey; 
But for Church-+Pollicy 1 ſwear I doubt ity 
F 4 ; And 
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And if my Bible want th' Apocyypha, 
I'll ſwear my Book may be compleat without it, 


I dare not ſwear Church. Goverment is right 
As it ſhould be ; but this x dare to ſwear, 

(1f thou hould put me to't) the Biſhops might 
Do berter, and be better than they are. 


Nor will [ (wear for all that they are worth, 
That Biſhopricks will ſtand, and Doomſday ſee ; 
And yer Il ſwear the Goſpel holdeth forth 
Chrift with bis Miniſters till then will be. 


That Peter was a Prelate they aver ; 

But 1'l] nor ſwear'e when all is ſaid and done : 
But I dare ſwear, and hope [ (hall not err, 

He preach'd a hundred Sermons to their one. 


Peter a Fiſher was, and he caught Men: 

And they have Nets, and in them catch Men too; 
Yet I'll not ſwear they are alike, for them 

He caugh,he fav'd : thele catch,and them undo. 


I dare not ſwear that Courts Eccleſiaſtick 
P - in their Laws make jult and gentle Votes ; 


a® But 
_ 
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Jut le be ſworn that Rurton, Prix and 2eſtwick 
"| Were once Ear.witneſſes of harſher Notes. 


lrch-deacons, Deans, and Chapters are brave men, 
By Canon, not by Scripture ? but to this, 

LI be call*d, 1'll (wear, and ſwear agen, 
That no ſuch Chapter in my Bible is, 


pllnot condemn thoſe Presbyterians, who 
Refuſed Biſhopricks, and might have had'cm; 

But Miſtriſs Calamy I'll ſ»ear doth do 

3 | As well as it iie were a Spiritual Madam. 


| will net (wear, that they who this Oath take, 
Will for Religio 1 ere lay down their Lives; 

[Fat 1 will { - car they will good Juglers make, 

Who can al:cady ſwallow down ſuch Knives. 


for holy V:ſtmenes III not take an Oath 
Which Linnen moſt Canonical may be ; 

Some arc for Lawn, ſome Holland,ſome Scorſcloath ; 
And Hemp for {ome is fitter than all three. 


? | Pau! had a Cloak, and Boots, and Parchments tooz 
But that he wore a Swyplice 1'Il not ſwear, 

Nor that his Parchments did his Orders (hew, 

Oc in his Books there was a Common Prayers 


cg 
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I owe afliſtance to the King by Oath ; 
And if he pleaſc to put the Biſhops down, 

As who knows what may be, I ſhould be loth 

To ſee Tom Beckets Miter puſh the Crown, 


And yet the Church- Government I do allow, 
And am contented Biſhops be the men ; 

And that | ſpeak in earneft, here I vow 
Where we bave one, [ with we might have tes 


In fine, the Civil Power 1'll obey, 
And ſeek the Peace and Welfare of the Nation: 
If this won't do, | know not what to ſay, 


But farewel London, farcwel (orporation. 


R.V. 
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THE 


RECANTATION 


OF A 


Penitent PROTEUS ; 


tes OK 


«ſhe CHANGLING; 


As ic was acted with good Applauſe 
in St. Aaries in Cambridge, 

W and Sr. Pauls in 

London, * 


1663. 


| 


To the Tune of Dr. Fauſtus. 


LOND 0 N, 


Reprinted in the Year 
1668. 
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Gr TE UH 
Proteus hu penal Reſolution , ſpeaking 


alone in the Tyring. bouſe, before bis 
entring the Pulpit. 


H I am almoſt mad, 'twould make one fo, 
['o ſee which way Preferments game doth go; 
ever thought I had her in the 1nd, 

dyet I'm caſt above three years behind. 


e times already I have twrn'd my Coat; 
"Vhree tames already 1 have chang'd my Note ; 
be make it foxr and foxr and twenty more, 
turn the Compaſs round ere Ile give ore. 


Love to Church members 1 will give no more; 
for now Ie only court the Scarlet bore. | 
Fe azk the Biſbops bleſſing ; and good nigh 

To 7 hem «4 Goodyn, and his Child of Lig bs. 


Poor man he wears his Caps 100 much in's eyes, © 
To bemy Guide; No, | mult bc vere wife, 
On all my Brethren I will look awr., 
Ang cry, Stand farther off to Philip Nye. 


Ambition, my great Goddeſs and my Muſe, 
Inſpice thy Prapbers all fuch Arw to vfe, 
As,may exalt; Berwiar this and my Grave 
A Miter, or a Helter, I muſt have. 


Tell me ( Ambition) prethee tell me why 
So many Dwences DoRors and not [? 

A Svarlet Gown I mult ant will obrain, 
I cannot elſe commence a Prieft in gram 43 


Among tle Doors I can get no room 
Till I recant; that is my ſhameful doom. 
Hang ſhame, Ile do it, and my ends ro gain, 
Vie caxt, recant, and re recent again, 


Now kelp me great Ambition, for thy fake | 

To break my Peep, to break my Brains, to brtak Mi 
My Faith and Oaths, and fo to a my part, 
That men may think 1 have 4 brot en Heart. 


Whenl do preach my tears do trickle dw»n ; | 
'But in my Sleeve ( my Caſſock ſleeves and Gown) 

1 langh, to think how by my whining trade l 
So many Fools in one day I haye made, | 
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» Mme, my Maſe, 2 new I defire 
thee may be prepared for the Owire, 
when the Fecantation Sermon's done, 
his Pemrential Anthems may be ſung, 


yet one thing ere I begin, I craye 
benefit, which 'Poe:s uſe to have, 
:nowand then, to make my Rhimes agree, 
ar ends in Lie, may be pronounced LEE, 


ere —cem — 


The Stcond Part. 
Or, the | ; | 
thangling in the Pulpit, 


To the ſame Tune, 


3 Take 


A; 
C2 Wes, 
= 


| Trend good People, lay by ſcoffs and ſcorns, 
Let Kownd heads all this day pull in their 


Horns, 
let Conformiſt; and brave C hedkes 
6 my doleful Tone prick up their Ears, 


* 


Take from thy neck this Robe, a Rope's mare fit, 
And turn this Swrplice to a Penaence-ſhegr, 

This Pulpit is too good to at my part, 

More fit to preach at Tyb»rn in a Cart: 


There I deſerv'd t'bave taken my degree, 

And DoGtor Dun ſhould have preſented me; 
There wich an Hempen Hood | thould be ſped, 
And bis three corner'd Cap ſhould cronn my head, 


Here I am come tohold up guilty hand, 

And of the Beaſt to give my ſelf the brand; 
Here by confeſſing | have been i'th wrong, 

1 come to bore my ſelf through my own tongu?, 


In Learning my poor Parents brought up me, 
And ſent me to the Univerſitic ; 
There | ſoon found bewing the way to riſe: 
And th'oaly Logech was che Falacs:s, 


Inſtead of Arrſtorles Organon, 

Anthems and Organs I did ſtudy on; 
IFI could play on them, | ſoon did find, 
I rightly kad Preferment in the wind, 


I follow'd tha: tot ſcent «ithout contraul, 
I bow'd my body, and [ ſung Fa Sel; 

I coz:n'd Doctor Contens, and ere long 
A Fellow(hip ©b aiged tor 4 Song, 
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Then by degrees I climb'd until 1 got 
Good Friends, good Cleaths, good Communt, and 
whatnot? . 
Iget ſo long, until at length 7 gor 
A Wench ith Child, and then I got a bloc, 


Before the Confiftory 1 was try'd, 

Where like a Villain 1 both ſwore and ly'd, 
And from the Whore 1 made ] nas made free, 
By purging of my ſelf /nconnent-LEE. 


But as I fcorr'd to Fatber mine own Brat, 
'Twas done to me as I had done with That ; 
The DoRors all, when Door 1 would be, 
As a baſe ſon, refus'd to Fathiy me. 


With much ado, at length by art and cunning, 
My Tearyand Vows prevai'd with Peter Gunning, 
Me to adopt ; and for his love and care, 
| will devote my ſelf to Peters Chair, 


Cambridge I left wich grief and great diſgrace. 
To ſeek my fortune in ſome other place; 

And that I might the better fave my ſtake, 

| took an Order, and did Orders take. 


Amongſt Conformſts I my ſelf did liſt, 
A Son oth Charch as good as ever pilt, 
But though I bow'd, and cring'd, and croſt and all, 


Ere L 


- |1 only got a Vicarage very ſmall, 
_* G 


Fre I was warm (and warm I ne're had bin 
In ſuch a. fervid bole 231 was' in) | 

A Fire upon the Church and Kingdom came, 
Which I ſtraight helpt ro blow into a fame. 


The Third Part. 


M* Conſcience firſt, like Balaaw's 4s, ww 
(h 


Ys 
Bogled and winc'd ; which when I did eſpy, 
I cudgeld her, and fpur'd her 6n cach fide, 
Until the Jade her paces all could ride. 


When firſt I mounted on her tender back, 
She would not leave the Proteſtants dull R ach, 
Till in her mouth the Cov nent Biel gor, 
And made her learn the Prezbyterian Trot. 


'T was an hard Trot, and fretted her (alas) 
The Independant Amble ealter was, 

I taught ber that, and out of tht to fall 
To the T antsvy of Prelatical, 


I rode her once to Rumford with a pack. 
Of Arguments for th'Cov'nanton her back, 
*T hat Journey ſhe perform'd at ſuch arate, 

T..*Commirtee gave me atichprece of Plats. 


— 


[From Hatfield to St. Albans 1 did ride, 
\ Ithe Army call'dfor me to be theic Guide ; 
There I ſo ſpurd her, that 1 made her fling, 
Not onely dire, but blood upon my King. 


When Cromwell turn'd his Maſters out by force, 
| made the Beaſt draw like a Brewers borſe ; 
Under the «wp I made her wear a Crooper, 

as | And under Lambert ſhe became a Trooper, 


When Noble Monk the KING did home conveigh, » 
the ( like Darins Steed ) began to neigh. 

11 taught ber ſince to Organ Pipes to prance, 

As Banks his Horſe could to a Fiddle dance. 


Now with a Szafle, or a twined thread, 

0 4ny Government (he'l turn ber beed : 
I have ſo broke her, ſhe doth never ſtart, . 
And that's the meaning of my broken heart. 


| have found out a cunning way vvith caſe, 

To make ber caſt her Coat when ere I pleaſe; 
And if at F«ck and Hanger ſhe may be, 

Her Colts. rooth ſhe will keep moſt wanton LEE, 


bu change as often as the Han i'th Moon; 

(His frequent Changing makes him re ſs ſoon) 
To eat Church Plums-broth erc it all be gone, 
tle haye the Devils.ſpeon but I'le have Oon 
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For many years my Tongue did lick the Rump; 
Buc when [ ſaw a KING was turn'd up Tramp, 
I did reſolve {till in my hand to haye 

One winning Card, although 'twere but a Knavy, 


If the Great Twrk to England come, I can 
Make Goſpel truckle to the «Alchoran ; 

And if their Twrksb Sabbatbs ſhould take place, 
I have inreadineſs my Frida) face, 


If lockt in iron Cheſt (as we arc told) 

A Load //one their great Mahomet can hold ; 
The Load ſtone of Preterment { | preſage) 
To Mahomet may draw this [ron Age. 


The Congregation way beſt pleas'd my mind ; 


There were more Shees, and the molt free and kind] 


By Chamber Prattice | did better thrive, 
Than all my Living, though / chimmed five. 


Mine Eyes are open now my Sins to ſee, 
Witk tears 1 cry, Good People pardon me ; 
My. Reverend Fathers pardon 1 do crave, 
And hope my orhers Bleſſing yet to have, 


My Cambrige fins, my Bugden fins are vile, 
My F/ex fins, my (ins in + ly te, 

M, : cic«ſter fins, my Hatfi:(i fins are man , 
Bu: my $i, (bans Ins more red then any 
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| | To CHARLES the Firſt | was a bloody foe, 
wiſh 1 do not ſerve the Second (0: 

e. | The only way to make me leave that trick, 

Is ro beſtow on me a Bi/boprick. 


This is St, «Lndrewt Eve, and for bis fake 
[A Bihoprick in Scotland | could take ; 
and though a «AMetropolrtan there be, 

[d be as Sharp, and full as Arch as be. 


Now may this Sermon never be forgot, 
Let others call't a Sermon, | a Plot, 

A Plot that takes if it believed be: 
Ifnot I (hall repent vnfained-LEE, 


inÞ1moſt defire the Crack-fart of the Nation, 
Vith rev rence to let fly this Recantation ; 
Our Names ty*d tail to tail, make a ſweet change, 
Mine only is Strange. Lee, and his Le-Srrange. 


THE 


PORING DOCTOR, 


OK 


The Groſs miſtake of « Reverend Sou of th 
Church, in bowing at the Name of Judas « 
$7. Pauls, Noyember 5. 1663. 


He Papsſts ; God wor 
Made a notable Plot 
Againſt the Church and the State ; 
Which ſome with good reaſon, 
Call Gam powder-Treaſon, 
* Diſcover'd erc *twas too late, 


Thoſe who before, 
Had weltred in gore 
Of Pronſtant Martyr: flain, 
Keſolv'd with one breath, 
Ot Hell beneath, 
To blow up all by g 77«n. 
; C 
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The Biſhops, good men, | 
Were in jeopardy then, 

The Lords, the Commons, the King ; 
Relig ton, and Laws, 
For the (atholickh Cauſe 

To be made a Burnt Offering. 


Thus ſwell'd with diſpight, 
To raile darkneſs and night, 
Heav'n cauſed the brood to miſcarry ; 
That day big with Thender, 
Held forth Mercies wonder, 
And therefore kept Anniverſary. 


You the preſent Lord Mayor, 
And Brethren repair, 

With the ſeveral (orporationg, 
Io Paxls Church to pray, 
And folemnize the Day 


That ſo ſeafonably ſayed Three 2 1trons. 


But good Dottor — — 
When he came before ye 
The Sacred Goſpel to read, 
At Judas his name, 
( O horrible ſhame! ) 
H: bowed his Rever:nd head. 
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Some ſay that his fight 
( Poor man ) is nor right, 
I wiſh that it be no worle; - 
Bur others think be, 
Ta Juda bow'd thiknee, 
-For love he bears to the Parſe. 
His »or/hip made doubr, 
Where che battle was fought, 
When Afichue! did prevail ; 
But to me it is clear, 
For ax bauzdred a year 
He'l bow to the Dragens T ail. 


T welve Cpiritual Promotions, 

A bead full of N-tions, 

”- With ſtomach more ſharp than a Scythe, 
Some of Bſhopſgare there 
Perhaps did appear, 

Whoſe Cloaths were pawnd for his Tythe. 


Theſe things ſet before, 

And ſome (ſmall reaſons more, 
His flender wit had overthrown, 

Ner can he tell how, 

To read, cring of boy, 
By any one's Book but his own, 


What 
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What then ſhall we fay, 
Can he Preach, can he Pray, 
put to rebuke the Gainſayer, 
Who in reading the Word. 
Diſcerns not our Lerd 
m him that was his betrayer ? 


Sure this dorsng Fool, 
Muſt once more to School 
kefore his return to the Altar. 
Such another miſtake, 
(a poſſibly make 
Neck to deſerye a Silk H——— 


THE 


THE 


FAIR QUARREL, 


By . way of Letter, 


Between Mr. Wanley, a Son of the 
Church; and Dr. Wide, a 
Non-conformiſt. 


Publiſhed in the Year, 1666. 
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LONDON 


Re-printed in the Year, 1670. 


Mr. Nathan Wanley 7 Dr. Wild, who wa 
laid aſide for Non-conformity. 


O the bright Taper uſeleſs burns 

To private and recluded Urns. 
Fo Pearls them(elyes to ſhels confine, 
knd Gems in the Seas bottom ſhine, 
As thou, my #I1LD, while thou doſt lye 
Huddled up in thy privacy, 
And only now and then doſt ſcnd 
A Letter to a private Friend; 
Take once again thy Lyre, and fo 
Letthy ſeleted Numbers flow, 
As when thy ſolemn Mule did prove 
To ſing the Funeral of Love; 
Or, as when with the Trump of fame 
Thou didſt ſound forth great George's name, 
In ſuch a ſtrain, as might it be, 
Did ſpeak thy felt as g/ eat as be, 
For abile great Cowley leeks the (hade, 
And Denbam's roble Wit's milliid; 
When Daveneant's weary Quill lies by, 
And yields n@ mure of Lumbard: ; 


While 


While the ſwee: Virgin «Msſcr be 
By 4d led in't a Nunnerie; 
While vhus Apolle's Prieſts retire, 
The Females do begin t'aſpire, 
Pretending they have found a flaw 
In great Apollo's Salique Law ; 
Theſe graſp at Lawrel, ooly due 
To ſuch as I have nam'd, and you. 


Dr, Wild zo the Ingeniows 
UAMr. Wanlcy. 


Wy. jolly Shepherds voice is this 
Would tempt me from my private bliſs, 
After his Pipe to dance, while Thunder 
Threatens to rend that Oak in ſunder, 
Under whoſe bons in fairer days 
We ſate ſecure and ſang the Praiſe 
Of our great ”@n, whole care did keep 
The pleaſant Shepherds and their Sheep ? 
Is this a time with wanton ſtrains 
To whiſtle forth the Nymphs and $ »ains 
To ſport and dance, while Wolf and Fox 
Lye lurking to devour our Flocks, 
And Komes Sheep-ſtealers ready (tand 
To give them their red /ctrers buand? 

Doſt chou not know, my ſanguine S9n, 
What th'Plagne and F ire have lately done ? 
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hath ſent up ſuch a ſmoak, 
may the Angels voices choak, 
nd make tears big enough, to vene 
ears ina deluge, to lament 
The raging fury of that Flame, 
Jut more of thoſe that wade the ſame. 
nd when St. Pam has loſt his Owore, 
'Twere Sacrilege to touch my Lyye. 
None but a monſter Neyo may 
Over a burning Cty play. 
Nor would 1 fing, were la Jew, 
To pleaſe a Babyloniſh (rew. 
Now ſince the time for ſorrow cries, 
Ia this 1 freely temporize. 
$o the bright Stars draw in their light, 
When Clouds club for an ugly night. 
$o all the Birds of muſick = 
On ſtormy days, and Silence keep. 
So Froſt=nipt Roſes droop and fall, 
Perfuming their own Funeral. 
So you have ſeen a well-tun'd Lyre 
Swelling it ſelf with grief and ire, 
In gloumy air, each heart. broke ſtring 
its own paſſing bell doth ring. 
So when Bellona's Trumpet ſounds, 
Our ſofter «Muſes Muſick drowns. 
Sir, by my many foes you know 
My Poetry is but ſo ſo. 
Byt why doſt thou diſdain or fear, 
That Female brows (ſhould Layrcl wear ? 


Haſt thou forgot that Nuble Tees 
It ſelf was made out of a ſhe? 
The Maſes and the Graces all 
We of the Female Gender call ; 
And ſo if you have not more care 
You'l find the Fares likewiſe are. 

Nor would I have you wonder why 
Our Poets all amort do lye, 
When Claret and Canary ceaſe, 
The Wits will quickly hold their peace, 
Vintners and Poets fall together, 
If once the /v;-Garland wither 

Sweet Cowley thought (as well he might) 
He ſhould have (hin's in Phebwe fight ; 
* But Clouds appear'd, and he that made 
Account of Zuno, found a (hade ; 
And though on Davids Harp he plaid, 
The ew! Spirit can't be laid: ' 
Therefore the Groves and Shades he loves, 
And bis o'#n Secretary proves. 

Your next mans teryples Lawrel ſcorns; 
Since greater pride his brow adorns. 
He to Pernaſs bears no gocd will, 
Becauſc it proves a horned bill. 
The very thoughts whereof | dread 
Will ne'er be gat out of his head. 

Gondibert's ſilent | ſuppoſe, 
Becauſe bis Muſe {ings r}rough the Noſe 
One ſyllable of Which poor he 
Did loſe by an Apecepe, 
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{wild ſays, kind Fanley you'r to blame 


Amongſt theſe Swans his Gooſe to name, 
Yea though his luck(y gagling yaul 

Once helprt to ſave one Papal z 

His love to Love then made him fear 

His neck, not brow, a wreath (hould wear, 
Next he didon a Loyal ſtring 

His Georgechs and his Carols (ing ; 

But now becapſe he cannot toot 

To Organ tunes, he's made a mute ; 

And though alive ; condemn'd to death: 
Therefore, dear Sir, in vain your breath, 
Although perfum'd and hot does come, 
To blow wind in adead mans bumb ; 

Yet as a grateful Legacy, 

He leaves to thee bis Nannery, 

Not doubting bur if need require 
Thoult prove an able loving Fryer. 


2. Mr. 
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2. "Mr. Wanley to Dr. FVild. 


Hat ſullen wary Shepherds voice is this, 
T hat wor. be tempred from his private 
bliſs, 

But arbor'd up in Eg/antine, while Thunder 
Threatens to rend and rive that Oak in ſunder, 
Under whoſe boughs himſelf in fairer days 
Didfit ſecure with us, and fang the praiſe 
Of that great Pay, whoſe watchful care did kerp 
Art once the pleaſant Shepherds to retreat, 
And ſeek our Covert from the ſearching heat ? 
Is this a time for an jnglorious soth 
To hug it ſelf, not daringto peep forth 
Into the open field, while 1b! crafty Fox 
Lurks in the buſbes to devour our Flocks, 


” And wolvesof Fomnlu aregrown fo bold, 


Tofrightthe filly Sheep vn in their Fold ? 
Doſt thou not know what crops the Plagnr has 
made, 
And, Sampſon-like, heaps pon beaps bas laid ? 
Thatif Heay'ns wrathful Anger thus proceed, 
There will no Flocks be lef: for thee to feed 
London bas ſent up ſuch a darkning ſmoak, 
And ſhall ittoo the Angels voices choak ? 
Shall it make Clouds ſo thick and dark, that we 
Shall ncycr more the publick Cenſers ſee? 


(rr5) 


'Tis Sacrilege ro-rob the Church and thence 

Siace you have ſtole your ſelf, what's your offence > 

When the white Harveſt for more Feapers cries 

How canſt thou freely fit and remporeze ? 

G Stars referve themtelves for pitchy mehr, 

When ?hebus pouders all his locks with light, 

So feral Birds delight to fit alone, 

Till the Days glories are packt up and pone. 

So Roſes fallin Jane when froſts are paſt, 

And on dull earth lye bluſhing our their laſt, 

So the Muſitian ſmothers his Sol fe, 

hen he's entreated for to ſing or play. 

» when the fierce Be{-n4a's Drums do bear, 

ho has no mind to fight, ſecks his retreat. 

And ſo I've ſeen a long miſwonted Lyre 

Sigh its own Dirge with its own broken wire, 

And ſeems to ſhiv'r at th* downful of Paws 

Dmre : 

bay wenot well, Agues will have their courſe ? 

les, yes, they muſt remember with remorſe 

The 19y Garland's withering, dearth of Liquer, ' 

[hat would make Capmr Moriynm the quicker, 

ut why ſhouldeſt thou, kind ſoul, be in fuch fear, 

[hat plump Lycexws ſhould grow lean this year? + 
thou forgot how fatal the Grape. ſtone, 

id whilon prove to poor Anacreon ? 

ſbich of the <Mwſ: s or the Grac:s all, 

 Pidere for {larr: or Canary call? 


H 2 
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It is not ſung by the Yenetsan Swain, 
How the brisk Wine gives Horns to the poor Man? 
And if you have no greater care, no doubt 
Yowl find the {larer will revive your Gon, 
And then we (hall hear thy Gooſe gagiing yaul 
Cry out for help to fave thy Pedejtal ; ; 
Then we (hall ſee thee, ſtanding on one foot, 
Pratiſe worſe tunes than Organs ever toot, 
This is a vain preſage ; thou faiſt, the Dead 
Have out-liv'd this, and have 0 Goxt to dread. 
Bur art thou dead indeed > Though dead thou art, 
Heark how the dead mans bum does let a Fart, 
When as my baſhful Muſe did to thee come, 
'  *T was not ſo kindly done to turn thy bum ; 
To vote ber of the Babyloniſh Crew ; 
And ſet the Fries on her with ba loo. 
This tis to gad abroad ; *tis juſt upon her ; 
Had Dzanakept at home, ſhe'd ſay'd her Honor, 
But I'me thy Son, and muſt correQed be ; 
Bur u hy then doſt thou turn thy bamto me ? 


Doſtthink thy Son ſo ſangaine and inſans, 

To probe thee witha Fiſtuls in Ano. 

T:1s I hould leave to any of the crew, 

You may believe me though 1 were a few- 

And may my breath be ſtill perfumed, why not» 
Since dead Corps ſmell when they begiato rod. 
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That ic did ſeem to top the very Sky; 
And though he may have reaſon to be proud, 
Inſtead of Juno did imbrace a Cloud ; 
May he reſume King Davids Harp and play 
The Tarantul of diſcontent away. 
If Denhams has ſo foully been betray'd, 
And his Incleſure *gainſt his will ſurvey'd; 
May he recover all his Wits and more, 
And with ſuch keen Fambicks brand the /r hore, 
That all may dread it worſe than loſs of life, 
To turn a Poet frantich for his wife, 
Poor Davenants Noſe it ſeemsjs grown ſo ſore, 
It ſcarcely will abide one ſmart Jeſt more. 
Well may the bridge be down, when time doth meer 
To preſs it with his Satyr cloven feet. 
And thou with thy «Fpocopes art wont 
To ſcatter balls ofthy wsld fire upor't. 


- Bat (hall I nor, kid W1ld, remember thee, 


Who haſt bequeath'd me ſuch a [ egacy? 

'Tis thine for life, we know thy ſubtile head ; 
Wills have no force till the Teſtators dead; 

And that none can ought have by thy bequelt 
Till thou art berter dead than in a Jeſt : 

Nor would I that in tenderneſs tro me 


Thou (houldit ſuſpe& thine own ſufficiency ; 


And he whoſe Muſe ſuch wondrous heights did fly, 
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Enjoy : . 
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Enjoy irfrechy, fincethou haſt it wed, 

Tis inceſt to aſcend the Fathers bed. 

What'though thou ownſt me for th ſanguine Child, 

Yet! havenot fo much my Se ofwild 

- - Andthus far is thy Pry'r able to ſee 

* His Lovent's better tran thy Nannery, 

He's loving too,'tis true, he nothing gives, 

As thou, athis deccaſc, but while he lives 

Ten Silver {rowns let each of them ſend thee, 

And be fo paidfor all in verſe as be. 

All theſe good wiſh:s, ſuch as be can ſpare, 

And ifthuu haſt them, will kelp mend thy fare. 
«May every Knight about us that's inclind, 

Be unto thee, as Sir /-bn Baber, kind. 

Ten Silver Crowns let each of them lend thee, 

And be ſo paid for all-in /erſe as be. 

May the por Scholar nere want Swndaey paudden, 

When he's norlike to preach tor't cn the ſndd:n, 

May thy afMlited Toe ncre teel the Gowr, 

Or it jt maſt, letthe Dwteh bave a Roar ; 

Tat thou mazelt yet ( at laſt ) once more proteſt 

That &ecipe wants no Probainm et. 

- Mayeft thou next ſend me » hat is worth thy Pen ; 

© May I have brains to an{wer it agen, 

” - May all chat are of ſuch geogd #4/bes ſullen, 

© Liye:ill their good Fricnds bury them in 'ooles, 
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Y 1az Dr. 


'Tocaſt them undigeſted up again, 


Dr. YFild ro Mr. PPankey. 


Oneſtly done however, thoughthe Stuff 

You ſent be coxrſe the meaſure's large enongh, 
The firſt Cup thou beganſt I couldnot pals, 
The Wine was brisk, and in alittle olaſs : 
But now to pledg thee I am not inclin'd, 
You Sons oth Church are for large dranghtsI find. 
Prithee leaf off, for thou haſt been ſo free A 
In ſending ſuch a brimmer unto me, | 
That Sunday laſt, long of thatfrolick bout, 
Thy Pariſh had but balſ a glaſs I doubt. | 
Beſides the Drink 3s ſmal, you've chang'd your gill =: 
I wiſh you'd kept it in your b'gr-bead (till. "A 
Yet, upon better thoughts, ſmall drink is fir 4 
Tocool the ſtomach ; chough not help the witz 7 
And that might be thy caſe : for certainly | 
Thoſe ſalt-bits I bad ſent thee made thee dry, 
Or ſich, «hich made thee drink ſmall drink, and 


ſtrain 


Twelve lines return'd the very ſame, thatl 
Muſt call the Hic wp, rather than Reply ; 


H4 Or 


% 


Or, bycebu nding of my _—_ I dread 
ſome Eccho in thine empty bead; 

” Oe rather thou my Cockril art, and fo, 

» The young one learneth of the old to crow, 

” Nay my brave Bird, thou dareſt ſpur and peck, 
+» I with that Shrovetide hazard notth y neck : 

| Now prethee {bick beware, for thou I find 

& That thou arc right and of the fighting ind, 

- Yet thou art not my Afarch, and ſoon wil feel 
-My Gout lies in my Toe, not in my Heel. 

- Take this adyice before you mean to hgh, 
Get your Comb cut, and leave your treading quite, 
® Thy Berber, or bis Wife, if he ſhould fail, 

* His skill ro clip thy wings, and trim thy r.4/ ; 

* And thereby hangs another tail, | find 

Thy ſubtile noſe hath got my breech th wind. 
If thou canſt catch poor farrs that Priſon break, 
A notable Bumbayliff choy wilt make, 

? Hark, bark, faiſt chou, be let « fart ! what though? 
Lreatli forth no Sedition,\. Sir, I trow 

dg is there any Scatute of opr Nation | 

Thor ayes, in five miles I a Corp raſhon 

Af any Ozted-man a fart thunld vent,/ 

That you ſhould apprehend the. lawocent, 

1 4 ſoſvoncould (mell the Powd:r-Plog, 
Phat had jou faid if 1 had bullets ſhot ? 

Man! our mouths mere ſtopped long ago, 
2d wayld you have us filent too bi/op ? 


But 


(121) 


But! diſplaid wy bam before thine eyes 
&indly chou failt, I ay otherwiſe 
xr there thou mighteſt have thy reſemblance took, 
ad mens blind checks do very wan; look, 
id for the crack it gave, that did but mind 
thee, 
þ ſtrive to leave a good report behind thee, 
id for the gall which in your Ink appears, 
ut 077 0ur ſufferings we are Volunteers ; 
e not ſay much, I have more wit than ſo, 
T4s ſcurvy jeſting with edg. tools I know: 
ut Sir, *eis cruelty in you, to whip | 
our Brothers back which you did help to ſtrip. 
Fer thus your Grandfire Lev: did before, 
- killd thoſe, whom his (ov'nant had made 
ore. 
id you know who they were that gave the blow 
id then cry'd Propheſie who [mote $M ſo? \ 
We durſt not keep our Livings for our Lives, 
But they muſt needs go whom the Devil drives. 
ea but we left owr Harveſt, left our Sheep, 
nd wowuld not work in one, nor th'other keep. 
I anſwer, No great Harveſt yet appears. 
me ſure your Churches hang but chin with ears, 
Fad though the Foxes breed, what need you care, 
hen as your Shepherds luch Fox catchers are : 


1 - Your knocking me did make this froth.to riſe, * 


7 may theſe Prayers of maine nat be 1n Vain. 


0 


>. For pardon, Sir, my ſerious foulnow cryes, 
Once for my Age, Profeſſion and Degree, 

To fool thus is enough, and Twice for thee. 
Thus great Eſtatezbyimprudent Owners may, 
When ſtak'd at Ticktack, ſoon be plaid away. 
Lets wind this folly up in this laſt ſheer, 

And friendly part, as we did friendly meet. 

Yet, to requite thy Legecy to me, 

Acceptthis L::4n Iend to thee. 


May thy rich Parts with ſaving Grace be joynd, C 
As Diamonds in Rings of Gold enjhrin'd, 

Re that made the Stars, create a4 Spbear 

.Of reavemnly frame of life, and fix them bere, 

May thet bleſs Life credit Contormitie, 

And muke evn Puritans to bonor thee. 17 

Meiſt thom to {hriſt ſuch ſt1re of Converts bring, 

T hat he whoſe place thow fil' ſh, for joy may Sing. 

Hay God low: you, and you love God again ; 7 
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Or could Prometheus, when be would have ©. * 
WES jealous Jwpetey a living cole (ſole _ * 
To animate his well diſſembled clay, 

] Either prevail, or :o unplagu*d away, 

Nor when proud Nature to recruit the earth 
And brave Heaven, brought forthGsents at each birth, 
( Thole ſtalcing Mountains, ſons of ſlime and mud 
The Reliques of the univerſal Floud ) 

Setting them all tro work, as ſgonas born 

Then when their Highneſſes, did not think ſcorn 
To tread the Mortar, and were Maſons made 

and bricklajers the only thriving Trade, | 
Though chey dr{ign'd, with bigh and pointedTowers 
To pierce & {t>b thoſe clouds, whoſe mighty ſhowers 
Had drown'd their Fathers, and to climb ſo high, 
Till they picke Stars (like Comflips) from the Sky, 
Could ttey prevent their fooliſh Babel: fall, 

But were turn'd canting, wandring Gypſies all, 

Nor ſhalt thou better ſpeed(proud Rome )Jnot thou 
Though thou haſt carried Empire on thy brow, 
and with thy Canons made all Monarchs quake 
As thunder doth the trembling Mountains ſhake ; 
No, though thy head, by lotty head thou raiſe 
To try try horned f{trengeh with Cyne/ 54's. 

No, though thy Facher be c e Prince of th'Air 
and witn thce doth his valt Dominion ſhare; 
No, though thy Eagles wings thou ſtretch as wice 

$ Sol his beams, or Neptune doth his Tyde; 
No, though thy greedy cruel breed benurſt 

ith the fame milk thy Founder ſuckt at farſt, 

And though thy zeal (Ar,curſed zeal! ) aſpire 

0 rale thy oper, great yr ama; of fire, 

I 


From 


” Froinburdtd'Ciries; yet thy Tel (proud Dirhe) 
” Whoburnt whk'*ddom; lift, Chaſe with her lathe, 
Wherecard thy Fagxtrin teit datk diſguiſe, 
Incendiary PritMts, and ſabtile ſpies, 
Who wFen' out 1 ondoyis fiery tryal came, 
Like' Salty; Fealted in the flame, 
And curſt tFEHands that firſt tHBuld lay a Brick 
Tow'rds the rebuilding rt:at grind Hererick ; 
Who wben Ae Grefoain ſpicy fieſt conſuni'd 
(Though th&fefimotral foubder ſtond perfum'd 
In the nch/Tii2Orſe) big'd themfelyes to ſee 
Our MbVLSch7thdmyr's in Effigse. 
Nowler them tre and ſtartle at the fight, 
And bark a Clirs do at the Mootis fair light: 
Lett: em bot Bozſt their CBirl# /a grand, 14 Boon 
Great Brittajn can butihiae then both in One, 
A Prince of far more gracious intents 
Than ll thy tr bunt, Clements, 'nn-cents, 
Upon whole head (hall ſtand a Triple Crown, 
When thy grad Ty ran:s (hall be tumbled down. 
Still on otir 7. 4mes (hall rfoble Barges ride, 
When 7Tyb:y to 4 Ditch (hall (hrink her pride. 
Our 2/07 ſtill are Rempont, and our Roſe 
Yields her frietds (weerneſs, prickles to our foes: 
Our Citiz*ns I}; all feaſt in their Guild-ball, 
And cat Gteſs —- Pa.rons of thy Capital. 
Juſtice arid Mercy now (hall guard her ſtore, 
And htr Mock Giants ſhe (hall need no more, 
Th'Exctange t! at Royal Infant, ſhortly will 
Her own and forreign Larguage ſpeak with'skill 
; And on that Acre the N80n (ball ſee 
- All his loog Travils in Epnomic. W 
| [7 
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We have our Very ate ahd old Tyhury too, 

Ready to (erve their Turns who turn tot ou,” 
Kind hezv n and all the Elements conſpire 

( and ſuch confpiracy's ve may delire) c 

To make our Cry fairer, (tronger, higher, 

The Sun gets up each morn at peep of day 

To overſce the Work, and late doth ſtay 

Before he lets the Laborers retreat, 

As if he undertook the mork by tl Great. 

The eart» gives clay, the water moiſtens it; 

The gentle Air rempers and makes it fir, 

And ben the fire, asf ic mcant to make 

Full fotisfa tion, 2nd reverges take 

Upon it ſelf, (though in a ſ\mther'd way 

As modeſt Thieves their injuries repay) 

Works in the Brick-4z/ne, works till it grow ſick, 

And fainting dyes, leaving on every Brick 

And every Tyle a laſting blaſh as who 

Would fay, for former Afiſc! refs this I do, 

Nor doth the Sun alone the Work ore ſee, 

But there is One as vigilant as be, 

A Fiow, L:yal, itiſe, {uſt Mayer, a Lord 

Who like Z-rubbabel with awtul [word 

Defends the rrowel, whoſe | » cet voice hath powers | 

(As Orphera had to raiſe his T heban Towers) } 

To make the teeming bowels of the earth 

Shoot up ne'a bar/dings by an eaſie birth, 

He guards the Sabbaths with an holy care, 

And blefſeth all the week by that days pray'r ; 

His Magiſtracy lies not in his Train, 

His ſtately Steed, his Scarlet, or his Chain; 

He, and his ſword in Velvet taſt afleep, 
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warghtul, Gads peace and the Kings to keep; 
ith a fri& band the Ballance he doth bold, 
Wrying the (avſe how weighty, not the Gold: 
” As he With virtue mee:s or with offence, 
 $o do his looks, or (mules, or frownsdiſpence ; 
*, His (m9orner i_hin carrying as grave a grace, 
* As the Dioceſan well bearded face. 
C Boaſt on (old 8eidame Kome) and brag-- Thou haſt 
- Trouſands of Sons and Daughters pure and chaſt, 
Yet thou (halt find for all their ſingle Lives, 
But ſitile Virgin Honey in their Haves : 
Thoſe thieviin Drones thy Fryars without wings, 
Creep to thy Ns, and leave behind their ſtings, 
Thou halt thy Joan's as well as Popes - Fame lays, 
Thy Innocents have their O.zmpia's, 
but Lond:n which the Nuptial Band allows, 
4nd hates ty luck her Virgins up ia Vo «5s, 
Can glory in her Batchelor Lord Ma)'r, 
 Cnaſt as the Dower, though of tne Ravens Hary : 
The - i1ddow City in his Spow/e and He 
( ares tor her ( hildren and great Family ; 
:; Nordoth he ſtand ( although we lies) alone 
( He werea benyx it tc wer. but One) 
Buz as the Hoon, when (he her progreſs goes, 
The Cour: of Stars, as ber Attcadants (hows, 
So-wken Bcloved Turner pleaſe ro call, c 


Gees: troops of tatcielers adorn his Hill ; 
Nom wwele conten', and yet wale Virgins all) 
& - On Aa fifth day ( Oh, *t ras a wondrous fight!) 
.7 hree handred Virgins, Yergins day and night ; 
Virgins ia Br. ccbes, Virgins all as true, 
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$ ſhe 10m Saint George the Dy "ge w; © 

Some hoary old, ſome young, bur all werechaſt © 
Either above, or underneath the walt ; * 
None of them had they been in Scerreſh Schogl, 
Had granted in the Penztential ſtool ; 
None, had they liv'd in times of commutation, 
Had pay »d a ſtone to Pauls for Formicati: n. 
None from an Ordeal Tryal need to fly 
That Purgatory fire, of Chaſtity ; 
None free of { reſwel Colledge, not a Man 
Need fear to meeta Nurſe or ſome Trappan ; 
None of them all, ( for ought the Poet knows) 
Wears ( though anothers Hair ) anothers Noe, 
My Lord himſelf, and all his Gueſts, I think 
Inthe ſame Cup, might without dangerdrink ; 
Yet none ( if called lawfully) but can 
Begera SON, may prove an eAlderman. 

Theſe Sons of peace, and Sons of Mars,if charls 
Pleaſe to take notice of his Nesghbors ſnarls 
Came not to ſhew their Valour in his Hall, 
10 combate (#ſtard, batter Paſty Wal: 
To tre the iſſue of an equal Ber, 
Whether their Teeth, or Knives were ſharper ſet 
To take the Red coat Lobſters by the back 
And with bold hands, their clattering Armony crack 
Bur their chief errand was, to pray he would 
Command their perſons, and accept their Gold, 
And if their Votes and mine were current, He 
Should their P:rpetnal Diftator be. 
but if the ſcatler Sphere mult turn about 


. ( Though 
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4 reach Succeſſors how they ſhould command, 
” A Virgin Queer, and Buchclor Lord Major, 
” To englandar: 25 proſperous a5 rate, 

She made the Git love the Cavrt, and (He 

The Comrt the (45 by bis Loyalty, 

He a wiſc Imitatar of his King, 

Finds Moderatiotris a healing thing. 

Oh, if our Charches overſeers would yield 
And let poor Laborers come forthagd build, 
Such as antempertd Afortar dare nor wie, 

Nor for Foundations, Straw an't S.ubble chule ; 
Though every: ſtone 4/7 they do nor lay, 

But ſqme work one, and ſome agot ver way, 
Our New J:r»ſal m ſhould ſoon bebofd 

Seex in glory, thougn it wanted, Gold. - 

Hard wpen hard, nolſting work will make, 
Nor can one Flent another kindly break : 

"But Moderation is a Cement ſure, 

"Tis that which makes the wnrperſe endure 

That makes our Climate prove a Temperate Zong 
Berwjxt be Torr4d, 20d the irigxd One. ? 
If we all bujld up Patr- I ofter- Row, 
Wemay.let 4v» Mary (ornrr go; 

Black and nyce Fryers did together ſtand, 
Ang,may again, it Wildam might command, 

* ifnog lhe A no.more, but this will ſwear, 

435 ' Bedlam and Biſhopſgate near Nighbors are. 
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